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Right Honourable 


ES 


. 'EARL of, 
ABINGDON, &. 


WEN all Ages the greateſt 
SE! BIS and wildt of Mankind 
bx 7 1 4 have been the Patrons 

= of Poeſie ; They have 
taken the Authors into the Con- 
A 3 verſe, 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
werſe, .and.their Works into their 
Boſoms, and both in_the one and 
the other havenot fail'd of an agree- 
able, and, oft, a Divine Entertain- 
ment : But neither of thele is to be 
expected fromMe, or my Writings : 
Theſe Poets might pretend their 
Merit to the Favour and Protection 
of their Patrons ; Whereas, I muſt 
conſider your Lordſhip's Conde- 
ſcenſion to me meerly as an effect 
of your Goodneſs, which, becauſe 
it would have me do well, gaveme 
Encouragement, though to do well 
was not really in my Power: How- 
ever, wheg Vertue and Truth were 
my Subjeds, I never faild to exert 
my.Endeavours. You found me, 
my Lord, an Orphaz, without For- 
tune or Friends, and have raisd me 
2p | to 


The Epiftle Dedicatory. 
to both ; I have had the ſmiles of 
many. Perſons, becauſe they knew 


T had your Lordſhip's ; 'Your Ap- 
probation was the Stamp that made 


me paſs almoſt Unqueſtion'd, though, 
at the ſame time, you knew, or at 
leaſt I was conſcious to my ſelf, the 
Metal was not right Srerlzzg. Nor 
has your Lordſhip only rais'd me, 


and left me there, but fetled upon 


me ſuch a competence as has fixt 
myAmbition. Showing the World 
you are of the ſame mind of T imor 


in S bakeſpear, 


'T is not enough to belp-the feeble ap, 
But to ſupport him after. + 


- Burl am not the only proof, by 


— 


many, of your Lord{hip's Bounty ; 


4 tis 


Ta be admitted your 


gn which y.arenow anmy<) you 


© The Epifle-Deditatary., 2? 
*ris. of a.more diffuſive Nature than 
£0. be {o' narrowly confind : No . 
Man that ever had the Honour of 


being a Retainer. to your Lordſhip, 
but has known it oi _ degree ; 


enzal is, in 
effeQ,a T aecingrs. hs for Life : And 
what may the good Servant ex 

when even the bad (fuchas-my {elf ) 


meet with Rewards ſa unpropor> - | 


tion'd ro any Merit they can pres 


tend by their Service > Neither are | 


theſe Showres: of Liberality: ran'd | 
only on your Domeſticks ; Stran- 
gers, as well as they, have their 


Jhare. The Widow, the Father- 


nual Objeds of your Charity ; 3 a- 
mid'ft affairs of the higheſt moment 


have 


| befs, and the Poor, are the conti- : | 


, ; 


The Epiftle Dedicatory. 


have a thought that ſtoops to the 


Relief of the Wretched. Our Di- 


vine Herbert tellsus, | 
1; --- Al worldly Goods #re leſs 
;  Thz# that one goofl of derng kind- 


-* "This isa Principle you live up to 


a 


. 


| inall its Latitude ; for, certainly, 


| your Lordſhip-may paſs under this 


4 general CharaGer , that never any 


Man was known to you but to his 
Advantage. "The Oath Pindar en- 
Joins his Mnſe (in Praiſe of Theron 
Prince of « Agrigentum) might with 
equal Juſtice be ſaid of your Lord- 


ſhip : 


S wear 
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The Epiſtle Dihantny: 


Swear in no City &r before, 

A Better Man, or greater Soud 
was born ; 

Swear that Theron , ſure bas ſworn 

| No Man near him ſhou'd be por ; 

Swear-that none er had ſuch a  grace- 
ful Art, 

Fortunes Free Gifts as freely to im- 

F487 i 

With an unenvious hand, and an un- - | 


bounded Hearr.-- Cowley. 


| The Reſpet ] bear to Gratitudd 

and Truth, and the unifeigned Duty | 
1 owe your Lordſhip, wou'd: not” | 
ſuffer me to paſs by making this | 
Declaration , which poſſibly may | 
be no derogation or leſſening of 
your. Fame, if what I have written | 


happen | 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 

' happen to live to Poſterity : They 
will then fee (bad as this Age is) 
there was ſome Vertue extant, that 
there was one juſt 1 heme, at leaſt, 
for Paneg yrickamid'{t our num'rous + 

| Subjefs for Satyr. And, indeed, 

- | it muſt be a ſublime Pen that does 

| your Lordſhip Right ; who were 

- } oneof the very firſt thatappear'd in 

: the glorious Occaſion of redeemin 

-- | us from the Mercilels Jaws of Po- 

| pery and Slavery, and once more 

{ make the reform'd Religion flouriſh 

in its primitive Purity, as deliver'd 

to us by the holy Apoſtles , before 

Innovation and Superſtition had crept 

! in, and the grand Impoſtor tramp- 

1 led upon Crowns and Mitres. Fiety 

! andnot Power is the Rock on which 


| .the Church ſhou'd be founded. _ 
ro _ '_ * Tbs 
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The « Ee Deticawy. 
The Fiſher to comet the W:; ws 


: bepan, C156) 
ls, conpjnci 5 of 2141 
' rious Mart; Row 
« But ſoon bzs Follower, grew 4 So- 
_"vereigri Lord, ' q 
And Peteris Keys exchngt for 
Peter's Sword, | 
Which ftill mdintains; for bis ado- 
pted Spun # ful | 
 Vait Parrithonies,: phough himſelf 
had none; © 1 
WWrefting the Text to the old Gy- [ 


ant's ſenſe, 


| That Heav'n, once more, muſt ſuf- 


fr ialace. Da ham. 


.* Tis cndifpurable \Popery , for I 
many Years, has been the ſource | 


of 


” Wn bo 
q'# y- 


The eEpifle Dedicarry, 

of all the Troubles and Dirovſons a 
mong/us: And nothing leſsthan we. 
have felt, cou'd be expeRed from 
the reſtleſs Temper and _—_ Mz- 


lice of our 1 9 e have 


now a new Example (thouph the 


| | ald ones, cncthinls might have 


ſerv'd). That Nature, Piety; Bro- 


| tberly Loveand Charity, with all the 
| | Sacred Ties that conſtitute Chriſtia- 
nity , are of no more ſtrength to 
1 them, than Sarpſey's Cords when 
{ his Harlot ſaid; The Philiſtins are 


upon. thee. Had things run on iti that. 


} Chanel they had.cut for 'em , ' we 
{ are not fure the Blood had call now 
{ been running in our Veins. But 'tis 
| } to be hopedour Fears. of the intro- 
r . | ducing that Perſwaſwon are over ---It 


[ remains we. ſhould be chankful for. 


OUr 
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T be Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
our Deliverance; Honour our De- 
kverers; and endeavour, by the 
Living up to the Religion we pro-. 
fels,that Heav'n wou'd granta Gon | 
rinuance of it to us. But to be ſignal } 
upon this Account, is not the only | 
glory of your Lordſhip; your Life ! 
1s but one continued Series of Ho- | 
nourable Actions, which from the 


firſt, as well as at the late Crifes of | 


Afﬀairs , have been known to the *' 
Publick, and every where diſcoursd | 
to your Advantage : Abingdon isa |} 
found that has reacht every. Ear : It | 
Poets may preſume ſo far, I cou'd * 
methinks propheſy , that in after ! 
days no name will be more generally | 
celebrated : They will ev'n then be #5 
{ecur'd by what has been done now ; * 
and ſeeing their Safety , Eaſe and | 

Plenty, | 


W am_ 


Jn 


P . 


SY. 
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| The Epiſtle Dedicaury. 
Plenty, with along Uninterruption 
of their Religion, Laberty and Pro. 


perty jprung trom ſuchas yourLord- 


ſhip, who ſtood in the Breach when 


{ſo bold a Blow was ſtruck at the 


Fundamental Conſtitution of our 


| happy Eſtabliſhe Government,they 
# muſt, conſequently, refle& on your 
! Memoires with double Veneration. 
: The Poets, too, ofthofe Times will 
not be ingrateful, but to your Ifſae 
; deſcribing the Galkantry of their 
; great Progenitors, make 'em endea- 
5 vour to tread in the ſame tract of 
1 Glory. Nor indeed ſhould I pals 
! by this ſubje& my {elf, but that 
| *twill be diſcretion to decline it, ſince 
1 1knowlI am incapable of doing it 
1 Juſtice; and forthat Reaſon waving 
| it, will be asgreat a kindnels as the 


 licthe 


The Epiftle Dedicatory. 
little Modeſty Ihave, ever did me; * 
for I am, now at laſt, thoroughly fa- : 
tisfy'd'of my i: of ro 1 
ing any thing well in And, 
if a heartyProteſtation fe le, caving off | 
Writing in that way, and betaking. 
my ſelf to thoſe Studies that may 
make me more uleful 'in the Station 
your Lordſhip has placed me, will 
givemea-better Title to yourLord- 
ſhip's Prote&ion than. any I.can yet. 
boaſt of, 1 ſhall not doubt to wore 
my ſelf, |: _ .. 


by "1? 


Your Lordſhip's Faithful, humble, . i 
And — Devoted Servant, 


I Tl 
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s S hoalld ſay fimeibing, methinks, 
y i#nrelation to the Papers I bere 
Ml publiſh; and truly the firſt 


: thing I ſhall [/ ay #, that I do not con- 
* cerve they deſerve that trouble: How-- 
et |} ever, that the Reader may be en- 
"es clind to forgive ſome of the many 
| Faults be will be ſure to meet with, 
- I muſt inform him they were all writ 

| fl in an Age that has ſome Pretence to a 
7 Pardon; as alſo without thoſe advan- 
1 tages of Learning, neceſſary for the 
at, | management of ſuch feudies ; the Greek 
1: : and Latine Poets being, in their Ori- 
, a kan Tongues , wholly unkmwn to 


a me. 
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Preface. - 
ne. T his # a kind of Confeſſion that © 
wou'd bave —_ > Ae Me to bave. + 
publiſh't , but "tis Truth, and that 
takes away a little from the reproach 
ont, though I bope "twill be thought | 
none, ſince the avoidleſs Circumſtan- | 
ces I have beenin deny d me all acceſs 
to the bettering my ſelf by Letters, | 
the neceſſary and daily Proviſion for * 
an boneſs ſubſeſtence "along u 7 $ 


Time; and no Man can be Diſpoſer 


of bis Fate, a ſupreme hand governs. | 
A nwibiendog I must declare I ? 
found admittance into the beft and _ 
moſt refind Converſation ; But Con- | 
wverſation, 'tis allow'd, 'is not able to | 
make a Poet, though, indeed, it may | 
improve him: There ſhoud be a | 
Foundation laid in the Univerlity, ! 
which alſo ſhou'd be mellow'd and pol- | 
liſpt | 


Preface. 


| Hiſbe by Travel and Correſpondence, 
\ for that gives us a clearer Inſpeion 
; into Men, and their variety of Diſ- 
# | poſt Ftions ; without this, to ſpeak plain, 
7 there will appear ſome. of the Ruſt of . 
* the College ina Man's Manners and 
7 Intelle®&: A Man of general Know- 
> | ledge ir not to be made ſo there; meer- 
| ly for a Divine it may do indifferent 
) well, yet 'twere better they knew the 
:W orld more, without which they can- 
4 20t truly reach us to deſpiſe it. Beſide 
? all this, there ſhoud be ſome skill in 
|the Modern as well as Learned Lan- 
! | guages, and 4 good Stndy of Books 
1 (ſome of all Anthors) to reſort to at 
3 "rack for nothing but that which 
© | makes a truly accompliſhe Gentle- 

> | man, can make 2 good Poet : and 
ito pu the Parallel beme ; ; as one 
j Aa 2 born 


ferent Species they muſt be made one © 


Preface. 


born a Gentleman, unleſs bis Eds. | 
cation illuſtrate his Extra#ion , is 
more contemptible than the vileſt Pea- | | 
ſant: fo a Poet, though ſo by Nature, | 
wilt prove binſelf to be little better, - 
unleſs Art and Judgment are ready | 
at band, to give the laft touch and\ 
oracetulneſs to bis W ritings,and make | 


that a finiſht Piece, which before was * 


but a Sketch, or Rough- Draught -l | 
the Fancy. .© A Man mu$t have an 
equal Portion of both, though of dif- 4” i 


Wy 


Individual, /ike the Hermaphrodite | 
in Ovid, without which nothing can” 
be produced that will bear the Teſt of E 
Ages. ||: ; 


'T was this the Ancients meant - Nature and Skit £ 
Are the zwo Tops of their Parnaſſus Hill, 
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;. . Indeed, in bis Cooper's Hill bas reacht 
; thoſe Two Tops he there ſpeaks of; 


Preface. 


Thus Sir John Denham (who, 


; and if the moſt Excellent things de- 
7 ſerve moſt Imitation , certainly no 
| &Man ought to write in Engliſh 
* without-laying down that Poem as his 
! Pattern ; there we ſee of what our 


by 
: 


: Language capable, Lite, Sweet- 


| neſs, Strength and Majeſty.) And 
: M* Waller, whoſe Works claim the 
? ſame Veneration, tells us, 

” Though Poers may of Inſpiration boaſt, 
Their Rage, ill govern'd, 1n the Clouds is loſt; 


He that proportion'd Wonders can diſcloſe, 
At once his Faxcy and his Fudgment ſhows. 


! . And in the late Adngrable Eſſay 
: upon Poetry by the Earl of Mul- 
| grave. 


il 
j 


>= Regſon is that ſubſtantial uſeful part ] 
| THE gu the Head, while tother 'wins the ! 


in bis Elegie upon Divine Shake- | 


Upon the Muſes Anvil,---- 


Preface. 


As all is dullneſs when the Fancy's bad, ; 
So, without Judement, Fancy is but mad. --- 


Ben Johnſon, t00, lets _ know 1 


- 


» 
Js 
55 
A 
$4 
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That, though the Poe”s Matter Nature be, 


_ His Art muſt give the Faſhion ; and that He  - 


That meansto writea __ Linemuſt ſwear, |, 
And (without tiring) ſtrike the ſecond Heat | 


Or forthe Lawrel he may purchaſe ſcor» ; ] 
For a good Poet's made as well as born, F 


And.jn ſbort, the difficulty of being 


4 good one us ſo very great, tis ſcarce © 
attainable ev'n by the well Learned ; 
for an Excellent Scholar may be | 
4 bad Poet ; how hard is it then for | 
one that is no Scholar to be a Good | * 


| Poet? 


Preface. 
| Poet? And indeed the Confidera- 
| tion of the Diſadvantages k Iabour'd 
he | wander, which made it impoſſible for 
' 7} me tobe ſo, ought, in Diſcretion, to 
| have made me lain down my P reten- 
; ſons to that Art, a5 ſoon as taken up, 
1 and not have follow'd the Violence of 
' an Inclination, which though plea- 
| fing to my ſelf, might make me Ob- 
5. noxious to the juſt and ſharp Rallery 
a, of the Criticks; as the late Fa- 
 * mous Earl of Rocheſter naturally 
] expreſſes it: = 


Your Muſe adverts you, makes the Reader ſad, 
You fancy yare inſpird, he thinks you mad; 
Coafider, too, *twill be diſcreetly done 
To make your ſelf the Fiddle of the Town. 


| And certainly there *s no worſe 

Fate upon Earth thau being langbt 
xd | at. ---- But if the Reader ill for- 
1} -44 ., give 


Preface. ; 
give what is amifs, Twill never give | 
bim any freſh Occafion for that Fa- | 
 vour ; for here I renew my Promiſe \ 
(made to-two great'Men) | of yield- | 
ing up all my Engagements. to that | 
Study, together ,, if the" Criticks | 
pleaſe, with the very Name of a © 
Poet, which I confeſs I do not de- © 
ſerve; Reſolving ſeriouſly never more | 
to write a line, unleſs in command to. 
thoſe T dare uot diſobey ; though ev'n | 
there I am (o far ſecur d, that no man | 
of ſenſe will think it wack the while * 
zo lay ſuch an Injunion upon me, 
and I pay no obſervance to F pols. ; 
Tet, methinks, 1 comfort my ſelf with © 
this, that by leaving off ſcribling be- . 
times, the moſt malicious can but ſay ' 
I have thrown away the ſpare Inter- 
| vals of froe or fre Joya! years,,/ 


which | 
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: Preface. 

ve * which in ſome fort atond , in that 
"4- . IT ſhew the World 'tis poſſb ble for a 
+ Poet to lay gfede Vert tying, and en: 
1-7 cline to Buſineſs However, thus 
bat | far 1 may juſtly boaſt, that 1 am the 
cks ; firſt that ever, under thirty Tears of © 
Fa! Age, took, a voluntary leave of the 
de- | Mules. 
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'P OEM 5 chiefly conſiſting of Satyrs and 


Satyrical Epiſtles. 


| SONG I. 
Þ Atal Conſtancy 


SONG IL 
No Life if no Love © 


SONG II. 
FR if you a" o pitied 


SONG IV. 


The reaſonable Requeſt 


| SONG Y, 
The Hopeleſs C omfort 


SONG VI. 


The fruitleſs Cantion 
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SONG 


The TABLE. 


SONG VIL 


-— he Wanderer fixt 


SONG VII... 


The unwilling Inconſtant 


SONG IX. 


' Nothing wanting to Love 


SONG X, 


The Reſult of Loving 


SONG XI. 


Preſeription for Falſhood 


Love-Verſes. 


The Captive 
To Celia aefiring his Mdfence 
The Prayer 


Wen 
© 
So 
[1 
FE 


IT. 7 


I3 


14 
ibid. 


An Expoſtulation for difos "d Love ; which yet 


' could not be conceal 'd 


| IS 
The wain Purſuit. To « Lady that deſir'd him to | 


., write to her in Verſe 
Love and Deſpair 


The Hopeleſs Laver, In a Viſion to Czlia 


Sylvia n the Country, 1682. 
Sylvia, lake-warm 
Sylvia Per jur's 'd 


I7 
18 
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I. The TABLE: 


Milcellanies. 
| To my Lord E. Eldeſt Son to the Marqueſs of H. 
3 wpon his Marriage and Return + 3x 


2 To the Earl of Dorſet and Middleſex, &c. apors 
: bu Marriage with the Lady Mary Compton 33 
= To Sir Edward: N evil Baronet, upon his Mar- 
je riage 35 
Tomy anknown Brother, M* R. R. hearing he mas 
h ' happily married 36 
- ToG.G.C. Eſq; « _ the Report of his being dead 37 
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Jack 5 
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.SONG LI 
Fatal Conflancy. 


(7.) ? 

lara charming without Art, 

The wonder of the Plain, / 
Wounded by Love's reſiſtleſs Dart, 
= Had over-fondly giv*n her Heart 
j T 0 a regardleſs Swain : 
5 Who, though he well knew 

Her Paſſion was true, 
| Her Fruth and her m_—_ diſdain'd ; 


While 


e &t, | let the Cong rour kuow my mind, 


4 SONGS. 


| While thus the fair Maid, | 1 
By her Folly betray'd, " 
To the reſt of the Virgins.complain'd. \ 


(2.) . 

Take heed of Man, and, while you may, 

Shun Love's Deceitful Snare ; 
For though at firit it looks all Gay, 
?T'ss ten to one y are made a Prey 

To Sorrow, Pain and Care : 

But if you love firit 

T are certainly Curſt, 
Deſpair will inſult in your Brea#t : 

The Nature of Men 

Ts to flight who love them, 
And love thoſe that ſlight 'emthe beit.. 


3-) 
Ingrateful Celadon, 


That he will never, never find 
Ore half ſo true, or half ſo kind, 
When I am dead and gone: © 
But, as ihe thus ſpoke, 
Her tender Heart broke ; | 
Death ſpares not the fair nor the Young : 
So Swans when they dy 
Make their, own Ele 


And breath out their LE in a SONS. 
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SONG IL 
" Life if no Love. 


(:.) 

Alia i is ; Chaſt, yet her bright Eyes 
ls Are Motives to deſire, 
. Each Look, each Motion does {urprize, 
* And laſting Love inſpire : 

= Her ſmiles wou'd make the Wretch rejoyce, 
| E That nere rejoyc't before ; 

” AndO! to hear her charming Voice, 
Is Heav'n, or ſomething more ! 


(2.) 
1 And thus adorn' 4, where e're ſhe turns, 


; Freſh Conqueſts on her wait ; 
' The trembling, Reſtleſs Lover burns, 
: Norcanrefift his Fate. . 
$ Ah! Celia, as thou'rt fair, be kind, 
F Nor this ſmall Grace deny ; 
2 Though Love for Love I never find, 
'3 Yetlet meLove, or Dy! 
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SONG UI. 
Pity, if you'd be pity'd. 


(1.) 
| H Y, (lis, with that coy Behaviour 
Do you meet ©47iztor's Flame ? 

Why deny him ev*ry Favour, 

That ſo much adores your Name ? 
Adores it, too, with ſuch a Paſſion, 
 Fervent, laſting and Divine, _. 4 
That wou'd from all Hearts-draw Compaſſion, _ 

All, but that hard Heart of thine. . K 


| (2.) 
Gods ! Why thus d'ye waſt your Graces? 
Why thus Bountitul in vain ? 
Why give Devils Angels Faces, 
Firit to pleafe, and then diſdain ? 
Where ever was a Beauteous Creature 
That bore lightning in her Eye, 
But to her Lover ſhew'd ill Nature, 
And cou'd {mile to ſee him dy ? 


*Ts true, at laſt, Heawns Indignation, 
Caulcleſs hatred to Reprove, 

Makes her doat with equal Paſſion 

* On ſome Youth, averſe tro Love; w® 


: 
7 
O q, 


$4NGS8. 5 
3 | One that, regardleſs, ſees her languiſh, 

* 1 * Likea withering Lily pine: = , " 

O pity then Amintor's anguiſh, 


Or that Fate __ be thine ! 


ww —. , 


; O NG I. 
The reiſonabl Requep 


OR pi ” Celia, a my care ; 
* &L The ſcorn yourEye does dart, 
,.v ” Swifter than Lightning plerces Air, 
Z Runs to my trembling Heart, 
> The Pangs of Death are leſs ſevere 
3 When Souls and Bodies part : 
2 But Death P ve oft invok't, and ſhall again ; 
* For what fond wretch wou'd on the Rack remain, 
| ; And have no uſe of Life but ſtill to live in pain ? 


5 2.) 
: ' I not preſume to beg WF Kils, 
> Twou'd heighten my Defire; 
? And a kind look's a happineſs 
; That wou'd but mount it higher ; $ - 
} Nor yet your Love, for that's a Bliſs 
Where I mult nere aſpire : 
; 1 No, this is all that I requeſt, and ſure 
Z A ſmaller Boon was never beg'd before, 
| Do but believe T love you, and I ask no more. 
B ; __ ""_—_ 
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The y Hope Ago 


Claſpt in my Rival's Arms, 
Can freemy Heart, or keep my Eyes 
 Fromfixing on her Charms ! 


Eg! i_ge* + 
Why are frail men ſo vain, 


With ſo much Zeal to wiſh for that 
They never can attain ! + 


(3- | 
Seek Coinforr tis I'me not alone, 
All are like me undone ; 


Why ſhou d I hope 1 to ſhun * uo 


E——_——— —_ 
F x / ; { . 


(1.) 
N? T though 1 know. ſhe, fondly, lies 


Tell me, ye Bit rs that rule our ] Fate; . 


And that which does, like Death, ſpare none, 


SONG| 


Oh Is RT IR BE VET, ORE UIREETS the. "3 RR LOI. Mp OT , #7 x * 
. a = " = rn, $1iÞe..5 hed "Xx LS at ent ob. 7" -4 
oh 5c . <1 Fo VE I Ar " 
. \ : $ , ne: a” WE ok CO BIEN aun 1 


, 


4 4 


Od dB Ct Coy Ky he 
Fx I 
$f COD hg 4 ten, Der GIEOBRE To, , --n4s 


SONGS. | - 


SONG VI. 
The Fruitleſs Caution. 


| Amintor. © (lie. | | 
Am. 'Ake heed, fair Celia, how you ſlight 
The Youth that courts you now ; 
For though freſh Charms, like dawning Light, 
Still Aouriſh on your Brow, _ 
Yet faireſt Days muſt knpw a Night, 
And ſo, alas ! muſt Thos : 


In vain, in vain 
You'l then complain, | 
In vain your Scorn and Cruelty bemone ; 
For none can prove 
So dull, to love, 
Waen Age approaches, or when Beauty's gone, 


Celia. Ceaſe, Fond Amintor, ceaſe your Suit, 
For *tis but urg'd in vain ; 
Who'd ſow where they can reap no Fruit 
But C-ngwiſh and __—_ E: 
Your whining Paſſion 1 deſpiſe, 
And hearken to't no more | 
'Than the deaf Winds to Seamen's cries 
When all the Billows roar : *1 


B 4 Foy 


4 - SONGS. 

For if when Youth and Beauty's gone 

. , I muſt be ſcorn'd of Men,: = 

Tle now revenge,” ere Age come'on, 
My Perſecution then. 6 Rs 


. . . 
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SONG VI. 
The Wanderer fret. 


Ws 6 Cad 
BE I ſaw Silvia, T, with caſe, 


Cou'd find out many that cou'd pleaſe ; 


_ With Beauty fraught and free from Pride; 
Togain their Loves I cou'd have dyd! :; 
But whenT firſt your Eyes did view, 
Streight to my Heart ſwift Magick flew : 
Before your ſweet obliging Air, 
So fine your Shape, and Face lo fair, 
All others Charms did diſappear, 
And were no longer what they were ! 


: CI: 20 
So of the Stars that gild the Sky, 
They've Rev'*rence paid from ev'ry Eye ; 
Not one but does deſerve our Praile, . 
Not one but does our wonder raiſe, 
Not one but what 1s gay and bright, 
Able, alone, to Rule the Night ; 


Yet : 


vi 
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SONGS. 


3 Yet, though ſo bright and | they 

2 + All; ina Moment's time, decay, *- * 
>: Grow dimand ſeem tody away, 

* Whenonce Avrors opens day ! 
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SONG VII. 
The unvilling Inconſtant. 


(1.) 
Hough She's ſo much by all admir'd, - 
Thatev'n cold Age is with her preſence fird; 
7 Yer, by ſome more Reſiſtleſs Art, wa 
= You raze her Image from my heart, (part ! 


Sek! 4 


J C4.) | 

# Say quickly (O enchanting Maid !) 

Z By whatftrange witchcraft Iam thus betray*d? 
| ® Since She to whom T've ſworn is true, - 

Z I ſhow'da high Injuſftice do, 

3 To place what only ſhe deſerves, on you, 


a 3-) 

Z O try, thou who, without controul, 

Z AHaſt ſhot thy glorious Form into my Soul, 
7 Whoſe Eyes as ſoon as ſeen ſubdue, | 
Z Otry to make me hate thee too ; 

But that, alas! is what you cannot do. 


SONG 
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SONG IX. 
Nothing wanting to Love. 


is 
J JES, $S:{viz, I was told but now, 
While on your Breaſt I lay 
My Head, and thus obſequious bow, 
I fool my Fame away ; 
That Glory while T thus do join 


'My Lips and glowing Cheeks to thine, 
Starts. wide, and cries, - She'l ne*re be mine, 


bs ( 2.) 

Let the falſe World true Paſſion blame, 
And Heav'ns beſt Gift deſpiſe ; 
I'de rather be the Fool I am, 

Than, without Love, be wiſe: 
Fame, Glory, and what e're we find 
pr captivates th' Ambitious mind, 
| have 'em all, if thou art kind ! 


"IOL 
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F SONG X. 
The Reſult of Loving. 


©-"_ % 
Abs is cruel ; Si/via, Thou, 

- I muſt confeſs, art kind ; 

2 But in her Cruelty, I vow, 

Z T more repoſecan find: 

= For O thy Fancy at all Game does fly, 
= Fondof Addreſs,and willing to comply. 


”* 
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2 Thus he that loves muſt be undone ; 

*Z Each way on Rocks we fall: 

2 Either you will be kind to none, 

Or worſe, be kind to all. 

Z Vain are our Hopes, and endleſs is our Care; 
{ We muſt be Jealous, or we mult deſpair. 


SONG 


2 SONGS, 

SONG XI. 
Preſcription for Falſhood. 

O U that have lov'd, and too ſoon believ'd, 1 
You that have lov'd, and been geceiv'd, | 


No more complain, 
For Grief 1s vain, 


Bur make Muſick with your Chain, a 
A ſort of Melancholy Joy; 'Þ 
Nox raſhly blame | 22h Wl: 


The perjur'd Dame 
'That did your Peace deſtroy : 
Though they the Paths to Falſhood tread, Þ 
They yet but follow as they're led, = 
They do but as thezr Mothers did ; TM | 
Flatter, ſmile, deceive, betray, 
By: certain-Inſtin&t go aſtray ; 

But ere ſince Eve, 


We may perceive { 
*T was thoſe that bore *em ſhew'd the way : ; 
'Then blame ?em not ; but mourn with me ; 
+ - "That Females, fair IP ] i 
As Angels are, © | 
Shou'd ſo deſtructive be, | | | 
And hays fo old a claim to Infidelity. g ] 
L Ss | FF. 
The end of the Songs. x 
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, F .: - The Captive. 
'$ W OngT had laught at the vain name of Love, 
' FF. . Too weak to charm me, and too dull to 


{ 


: move ; | 
Z It ne're cou'd make a Conqueſt of my heart, 
'# Freedom and that were one, and were too fond 
7 to part ; | EL 
= Freedom, without whoſe aid ev*n Life wou'd tire, 
# And, ere it reach't th? allotted Goal, expire : 
® But ah ! too ſoon I found that Bleſſing gone, 
{ Whoſe Loſs, I fear, I muſt for ever moneda, 
I faw her and no more, one pointed view * © - * 
| Softn'd my flinty Breaſt, and pierc't ie - through 
Y and through. RSG #0 | 
Z O who can love's reſiſtleſs Darts, controul, 
F 0G — our Eyes, ſo ſoon can reach the 
3 oul ! [f => 
'Z Yet Liberty, Tl not thy Loſs deplore ; 
Z I lovd my Freedom well , but love this Slav'ry 
E more : | 
2 For though ſtern Cz//2's Captive I remain, 
And ſtoop my Neck to Love's Imperial Chain, 
There's a ſtrange nameleſs Joy incorporate wirhf ; 
- thepain, © | | 
:5 | T2 


plane dane RR res ammo 


0 > IS. LEG Ia Se > AI DS. EIS Hs Do An aan 
>< rai <R eee. 0 re 


—_ ”y _— C—_——— a _——_——_—_——_—_—— Res — — 


nn 


Inen > eno 
> UAC Wo mr 2 IS 


14  Loveuſei: 
a_ | _ F A 


To Calia defiring bis Abſence. 


| And @y, *Tis falſe, 'tis feign'd, not real love * 
' For by thy ſelf, chy awful ſelf, I ſwear, | @ 


E S, now you have your Wiſh, but Ah !; 
| be Sag + - : | 
To the poor Captive Heart I leave behind ; 
For though I go, yet that with Thee remains, | 
Proud thar'tis Thine, and triumphs in its Chains: 
For all the Beauties that are now unblown, - ) 
When in their gaudieſtprime they ſhal be ſhown(} 
And kneeling to be lov'd, I'de not my Flame 
diſown ; _ 4 2-- a | 
Though by that time perhaps thy charms might 
| wait, | | 
And the gay bloom of ſmiling Youth be paſt. 
Yer you jnflexible, obdutate prove, 


O ceaſe thoſe thoughts, and ceaſe to be ſevere; 


I love too well, and muſt with grief confeſs, } 
Thoſe Men much happier that can love thee leſs. 


The Prayer. 


Ear me,O pow*rful Charmer! e're myBreath 

Is ftopt by the ungentle hand of Death ; At 

Ee my quick Pulſe has ever ceas'd to beat, | 
And from my Heart drain'd all the vital heat ; 


Ere' 


Love-/erſes. 15 
2 E're on my Tomb you ſtand and drop a Tear, 
_— = And cry, The hapleſs Youth had not lain here, 
* SIf Thad been leſs rigid and ſevere 
3Twas my cold Frowns that wing'd his timeleſs Fate ; 
Too ſoon he low'd, and I believe-too late ! 
1 1FHear me, I beg (if truth may beg for Grace) 
'HLet not thy Heart bely thy Angel's Face : 
ZThy Face 1s with Compaſſion cloath'd around, 
Z With mildneſs and with ſmiling mercy crown'd; 
If not there, where is Pity to be found ? F) 
'ZKind Glances from thy Eyes for ever move, 
FAnd kindle all Beholders into Love 
) let me, then, beſeech your gentle Ear, 
ZFor once, to ſtoop to your low Vaſſal's Prayer. 
EZ Which is no more, but that you would not hate 
Z That Paſſion which your Beauty did create. 
ZT do not ask your Love, or, if I do, 
He does but ask your Love that will be true. 


leAs Expeſtulation for diſcover d 
8 Love; which yet could not be 
* conceal d. 


bi 
——— x 
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Urſt be the time when firſt my Soul inclin'd 
To fay,*twas Love of her oppreſt my mind. 


WW Curſt too,the Wretch that did theMeſlage bear, 
vi hat made her tender Nature grow ſevere, | 
' FAnd plung'd me, hopeleſs, deeper in Deſpair, 


7 re EY 


| Forc't it, with Charms o'er-power'd, to retire, 


And, when once Maſter, will no more obey. 


16 LoveePerſes. 

And curſt my Self (if there a Curſe remain, 

If yet there be a Plague beyond diſdain) 

That did the Inauſpicious lines indite, 

That baniſht me for ever from her ſight, J 
When, were I to ſee Heav'n it ſelf, *twou'd be( 


. with leſs delight! 
O Slave ! O wretch, — forlorn, undone! 
I graſpt at Joy and pulPd my fruit on.  _ 
Did I not hear her talk and ſee' her move ? 
Her negligence it ſelf was fuel to my Love: _ 
She ſung, ſhe danc*r, conquer'd without controu 
Andevery motion flaſht upon the Soul, 


f 
1 
Which, when recover'd, did enhance deſire, | 
And niade me more adore and more admire! JJ B 
All this with Silence T had till enjoy'd, Y 
But my too forward Zeal all this deflrcy'd. F 


| OSlave! O Wretch!--yet why ſhoud Icomplain? 


By Fate compelPd, I have reveal'd my pain, WJ © 
And ſo ſhou'd do, were it to do again : ' B14 
Long ſmother'd Flames at laſt will force theinff in 


way, Cc 


LovePerſes up, 


* # z 
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The vain Purſwr. 


— 


To a Lady that defir'd him to write 
10 ber an Verſe. 
( ox. when. you are pleas d Commiands to 


Though were on Kings, they'd readily obey ; 
Much more may I then, ſd much leſs than they, 


But Ah I fear; iy humble Verſe will move 


| You rather to deſpiſe it than approve, 


For I can write of notlung elſe but Love* 
Of nothing ele, 'tis my eternal 'Theme, 


That flows, ſtill, with an unexhauſted ſtream 
In all I fay, or do, or think, or dream. 


© Sometimes I take my Book and g0 to Prayer; | 


EBut Love, fond Love, ev'n interrupts me there; 


And furns my vain Deyotions info Air. 


Yet, though fo true to Love, I ne're cou'd find 


. BNo Balm of comfort for niy wounded mind ; 


here's not a Star in Heav'n but whats unkind ! 


as Love-Verſes: 
For the hard ſhe that I am doom'd t' obey, . 


From my purſuit for ever flies away, 
And Fate it ſelf's too weak to bribe her ſtay. 


Shadows that Fleet before us o'er the Plain, 


yp as faſt when we come back* again, . + 3 
Buf 


ſhe ne're turns, and cannot be o'ertane. 


This is the riged Fate I'me forc't to bear ; 
And tell me, Fair one, is it not {evere, | 
That ſo much Love ſhou'd meet ſo much deſpair? 


Deſpair, thebitter Bowl, which, I've heard tell, 


| Does to the Brim with ſuch ſtrong Poiſon ſwell, 


As makes the Puries laſh themſelves in Hell. 


Her Name I will conceal ; my Reaſon why, 
Becauſe ſhe ſhall not blame me when I dy, 


| That one ſo low ſhou'd have a thought {© high. 


Love and Deſpair... 


N vain I write, in vain I ſtrive to move | 
Her whoſe ſtern nature is averſe to love : 


Ah Cruel Nymph | Ah moſt regardleſs Fair) - 
Still ſcorning, ſmiling at my reſtleſs care. | 
- *Tis faid, the glorious World and all above 
Was rais'd from Chaos at one word of Love: 
Through the wide Waſt bleſt order {wiftly flew, 


And wild Confuſion chang'd her griefly hew, 
Diſcord 
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1 ... LoverVeiſes. 19 
Diſcord by her own Off-ſpring was forſook ; | 
And the glad Spheres their conſtant motion took; 
And with a joint conſent for ever march 
Their mighty rounds over the ſpangl'd Arch : 
From Love's eternal {way there's nothing free ; 
"Tis ip, then, Cz/za, there is none in Thee, C 
But ſure there is, though not defign'd.for me. > 
And, to ſay truth, my hopes muſt netds be frail 
When Intereſt-more than Paſſion does prevail, C 
And vulgar breath kick up the facred ſcale; 
Beſides (what plainer proof of ftedfaſt hate ? 
She ſays ſhe ſcorns, and what ſhe ſays is Fate : 
For if *twere' poſſible ſhe ſhou'd be kind, 
Her very Eyes, e're this, had told her mind ; 
But Ah! inftead of Love, when I gaze there, 
In plain, broad CharaQters I read, Deſpair ! 
pair then'wretch, nor longer ſtrive to move 


| Her whoſe ſtern Nature is averſe to Love. 


The Hopeleſs Lover ; 
In a Viſzon to Gzlia. 
'Was now the Time when all remains of day 
By the thick ſhades of night were chas'd 
| away 5 | Y 
Silence and gentle ſleep fild every Breaſt, 
And Natures ſelf ſeem'd to retire to reft : 


C 2 Nothing 
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Nothing but Fancy (for ſhe ever wakes, 

And, unconfind, her roving Journey takes c = 
O'er Hills,o%erDales,o er flowy Meads andLakes;) 7 
And ſometimes mounts aloft where Angelsdwell, * 
And in a trice ſhoots down from'thence to Hell, © 35 
There all the tortures of the damn'd does view, | 
And almoſt makes us think we feel 'em too.) 

Nothing befide was free ; and *twas her will 


\ To ſhew the Paſtimes of her antick $kill : 


Wrapt deep in ſleep I lay, the Scene 'was drew, 
And this was that preſented to my view. 


T lookt, and lo ! I ſaw a Nymph, as fair 
As Guardian Angels in Idea are; Bp 
So ſoft her Carriage, and her Eyes ſo bright, 
Their Luſtre did fupply the abſent light. 


' Charmi'd with the dazling obje&, and amaz'd, 


Leagerly on the ſweet Viſion gazd ; | 
But witneſs for me Heav'n, for you know beſt 


What Admiration ſeiz'd my trembling Breaft, 


When drawing nigh to take a ſtriter view, 

(Not thinking that the Beauteous form I knew) 

I found 'twas Cz/ia, cauſer of my Imart, 

Czlia, the cruel Empreſs of my heart ; 

w_ Eyes, 'methought, at my approach ſhot 
ame, | 

Arm'd with that fatal Weapon, ſharp diſdain; 

Packward I ſtarted, Horror ſeiz'd my heart, - 

And ſtabd it round in every vital part; _ 

Nor had [ ſtrength to bear the painful wound, 

But fainted, and fell ſpeechleſs to the ground 


And 
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21 
| And loſt had been beyond Fate's power to fave, 


Had not theſe words recalFd mefrom the grave. 


Amintor, riſe, give Eaxr to what T ſpeak ; 
T bring the Cure, the onely Cure you ſeek : 
Deſpair #0 more (the bane of all delight) © 
Shall break your peare by day, your re) 7 night, 
But, chad by me, take everlaſting flight : 
Up then, to meet thy coming Foy prepare,” 


t 
j 


And think me now as gentle as thou ſt thought me fair, 


| Revivd with theſe kind words I upward 


ſprung, 


But Fear had yet bar'd utt'rance from my Tongue: 
A thouſand doubts rowld in my troubPd Breaſt, 


While I ſtood trembling to expett the reſt ; 


Kind thongh'ſhe ſeem'd, her Eyes commanded | 


- Death! © 


And my pale fate hung hov*ring o'er her Breath, 


Dear Youth, contiau'd ſhe, the ſcorn I've ſhown 


Was only to confirm you more my own ; 
For, if your Paſſion was unfeignd and pure, 
T knew all tryal "twou'd with eaſe endure : 


' "Twas this to be aſſur'd of, made me feign 


All the ſparp rigours of unjuſt diſdain. ; 
And who, alas ! will blame me, that refleTs 
How many of onr frail believing Sex 
Are ruin'd, loſt, caught in the worft trapan, 
By he fair ſpecions Arts of faithleſs Mar ; 
How oft ye vow yare our eternal Slaves, 
Then Tyrants grow and drive us to our Graves : 


C 3 


When 


27  Love-/erſes. 


When once. poſſeit for what you feign'd to burn, ) 
Tou treat us with diſdain; neglett and [rcorn, C | 
And mighty Love to rude' contempt aves turn : 

Such thoughts as theſe made me with caution move, ' 
And on a ſure foundation build my Love;  ' | 
For who e're gaind tt, 1 well knew wou'd find, | 
*F'was not the Paſſion of « fickle mind, ; 
Changing as Tydes, and wav ring with the Wind, 

But fixt like Fate from whence its Eſſence came; © 
Ever to laſt, and always be the ſame: © 
And ſo, Amintor, ſo to you I give 

A Heart, which for you only wiſbt to live. 


Charm with-the tuneful ſound her Language 
| bores fp cf 7 rs bar f 
I now.was loſt in Joy, as in deſpair before : 

Not the leaſt ſign of forrow did remain, | 
This one'bleſt moment cancell'd all my pain: 

- Soa newenter'd Saintthrough Heav'n does range, 
* And ſo does wonder at his happy change. F 
At laſt, recover'd fromthe Trance, I ſpoke, 
And in theſe words the pleaſing filence broke. 


Thou trueſt Image of the Powers above, 
For they, like you, will frown on him they love ; 
But when through much Adverſity h' has paſt, © 
Like you, they Toonteonfy reward at Iaft ; 
For Perſeverance gains their love atvine, 
And Perſeverance too; has gain'd me think. 


. . 


Thou'ft ſau'd me from deſpair and rais'd me higher.” 


Than my mo## tow'ring wiſh &re durit aſpire. 
4 6 Mens $9] 8 51 f -. RT =-# {ET $ by \ 
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 *# 0 how [ball I enough thy worth declave ! 

, 'Z How ſweet! how-foft ! how merciful and fair ! 
Deſcription droops when Fae thy praiſe relate, 
And Language fails beneath the pond'rous weight, 
0, os reverſe! --- Oft have I ſent my cries, 
Through yielding Air, up echoing to the Skies : 
How oft in each thick Melancholy Grove 

Have T ſat mouriting my re Love? 
How oft did I to ſenſeleſs Trees complain ? 
Whoſe whiſtling leaves wiſper d back grief again : 
Hard ſtones of Adamant ey'r.ſeem'd to hear, 2 


Ana, in (ompaſſion, oft wow'd drop a Tear ; 

But harder you ner wept, or lent « pieying Ear. 

| So moving was each tender figh and groan, 
Ev'n Philomel has cea&d her midnight mone, 

And _ my melancholy rains more pitions{ 

than her own. $01 00 of 

© Unkina, Relemtleſs Calia, wow?d I cry, 

* Maſt 1 thus ſeorn'd and thus unpitied dy? 

© Wou'd ſbe vouch(afe one ſmile to eaſe the Slave, 

© Pae go without reluttance to the Grave, 

© But ſbe denies me that ; what then remains 

© But with one ſtroke to free me from her Chains ? 

* In Death the Lover's ea&d from all unjut, 

6 Her pointed Frowns can't reach me in the Duſt. 

Such were the words my wild deſpair tet fall, | 

But this ble moment has 0're paid 'am all, 


Thus 1,” methought, my Paſſion's progreſi 
mournd, > | 
When, Celia, weeping, this reply return'd, 


C4 Amintor, = 
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Amintor, how ſball your Peace reſtore 2 

Or how reward the Pangs for me y ove. bore # 

My Love, 1 fear, is a return too ſmall; - :- 

Take with it then my Life, my Soul, uy all - 

All! (cry 'dD -- By Heaws the Gift sfo greats 

As ev*nin Angels might Pefire create; 1 

| Azd make'em nib clip enteral nada, like Wy" > 1g] 

T” enjoy ſo fair an Excellence as thee 4+; ATA 

_ Who if I ever ceaſe # adore aud lave, | : 

May darted vengeance brand me from rk _ 

dr, if tis poſſible, to plague me more, ' \\ 
lange me in ſorrow deeper than before. \ | 

What then, Dear Charmer, what remains but this? : 


What ? but - -_ on our approaching bliſs , --- 
But firſt, 'welU ſeal the Contratt with a kiſs, i 
But, Ah! al ſooner had the curſed ſound. 
Df thoſe laſt words unwary utt'rance. Gun, © 
But the fair Viſion took her unſeen flight _ - We 
- And ſwiftly vaniſe through the ſhades.of night. We: 
Awak't,'I ” Farted up and gaz'd around, | - \- 
But not one glimpſe of the dear-ſhadow found, - 
"Twas gone! ?twas gone! and with it fled away 
All the dear hope I had of future Joy: 7 


Eternally relentleſs Pow'rs above! : 


A. 


Muft all my conſtant ſighs ſo fruitleſs prove 

As not to-pierce the heart of her TI love ? 

Muſt I for ever be {O curſed State!) 

The wretched mark of her obdurate hate? 
Muſt I for ever-in theſe pangs remain ? | 
Doonr'd toloye qn,:yer dooin'd to love in vain 7 
But, * tis your will, and 1 muſt nor complain. I 

, |; ct 
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Yet, O ye Powers, had you been my Friend |. + 
So far, to?ve let the Vifion known noend, | 
 EThatraptur'd with Imaginary Charms,  - 
MI might have ſlept whole, Ages in her Arms ; 
; WOf all th* unnumber'd Joys you have in ftore | 
For .Vertue, nothing cou'd have pleasd me more: 
But Ah! when,we expett a {ure relief, : 
} 


To. find we are! Dk ncper fixt in grief, 
Ts of all human Curſes, ſure, the chief; 
For know, .O Cs, O diſdainful fair, - 
muſt ſtill love thee, though I {till deſpair. 


T's x 
. 4 
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_ Silvia #n the Country, 1682, 


"A Sin that Region where but once a year 2 
REA The Sun does thow himſelf and diſappear; 
WL caving no glimple behind, but juſt to ſes" 7 
All Comfort flies.away as ſwiftas he 5... ; 
hrough the..dark, Phins wild. Echo's hoazſly 
IS : wt mbbyich yotivt mid 321 07d 
And Lyons roar where Birds were us'd to ſing ; 
f by hard chance ſome wretch is left behind, - 
For tis a Climate ſhun'd by human kind.) | 
e muſt endure'an Age of lidg”ring pain, 
re the bright Lamp of Heav'n returns again. 
So, til you left, the Town, *twas all clear day,” 
ut aight, perpetual night, now yare away. 
tke him, alas! (his Northern Climes among) 
Your ſtay is ſhort; but, O { your abſenge. long, - 


And 
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And O'! how long fo ee it is deſign'd, / -- BW 
That killing abſence will afli&t my Mind ; i Sh 
Nor me alone, for all that'know you, mourn, Ti 
| And all invoke'the Gods for your return, -/// Tc 
But why, "alas Fido T offend your Ear Tl 


With that which * you, perhaps, diſdain to hear ? As 
Or wiſh you back in EM Town again, --- 
'The vaſt. Roch angh of all things lewd and vain; : An 


When you ſo mich the hap els enjoy, © ' [Le 
Free from thoſe ftorms wh r here our hom 'Ti 
' - deſtroy; Fox 
No State-Plote there aifturb your blisful ., Wl 
But every moment is worth ten of ours; © FEn 


Whereithe Harmmopous Quang. in Coples ſing 
Thetr Airs Divine, and prophecy of Spring ; Ti 
Where Nature ſmiles and yields you al things YTh: 


"rare, 
At lcaſt ſhe, ſure, muſt ſiniſe now you ate gn. 
No, rather er me wiſh my ſelf with- you,. To: 
a nd to that wiſh Pl} add his other £00, | Luk 
hat you'd be racious to an arnrous Yoth, Sucl 


Nor jet him ſul er CE for Truth. 


Comput 


Silvia, Luke-warm. 


Tow,while [ languiſh on your gentle Breaf k | 
Nig Pillow where my Cares -arg huſh\gﬀAnd 


4! 


While our plump veins are full of youthful fire; C 
WhyS '- 


And nature ablc to make good deſire ; E 


 LaveeVerſe, 3p 

Why, at this/Seaſon, in Love's chaiceſt prime, 

| Shou'd you believe, that I indulge a crime * ! / /. 

To urge enjoyment ? which you rather ought 
To think th. effe& of Paſſion, than a fault ; '+ .- 

' | Think, deareſt Charmer, how the Minutes fly, 

? And the preventing ſpite-of Deſtiny ;- [#11 ff © 
And Impotence and Age come ſwiftly on 3; ” 
Let us not then-chus waſt the'pretious time, | | 

ef Tis that, O Sven, that's the greateſt crime, * 

- BFor as that fails, as that confumes away, - ' 
Whe knows too but our Pafſions may decay ? -- ' 

REnoyment will preſerve the Flame entire,” ' 

For that's the fuel that maintains the Fire,. 

That's Love indeed, the reſt is but defire; - | 

That-is the Oyl that makes the Colours laſt, -. ': 

V hile Paints 1n Freſco fret away and waſt : 

Wor pity then change your half-yielding ming, - 

Kiobe but kind in part is much unkind ; © - © it) 

+ {uke-warm Indifferency I carmot- bear, : + '- 

Puch tedious Hopes are warſe than quick Deſpair, 


Silvia, . Perjur'd. 


CHE has, ye Gods, forgot the Vows ſhe 
#, 3 mage, "| | | 73 | 
vegAnd, conſcious, flies the wretch ſhe has betray'd ! 
But, if ſhe's yer not paſt the pow'r of Love, 
; © Conſtancy have Charms, or Yerſe can move, 
' ©, a 4 /Þ $4 b-3 $1 EP. ' © S430 I- 
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I'V fexch thy Vertu back, forgetful fair, * — NE* 
And prove” that. plightrd Oaths: are ſomerhin nol} 
' more thari ait'5 > Al 


In thatdad Tangua PU m wron s impart, | By 
So lively will FS. ge my thy ws "a - 
Ev'n thou thy IFfhatebtuſk.a d think it ſtrange Sul 
It ſhouw'd' bels CG of ſuch: : elite" An 
Yes, fair: «6d ons Maid, twill make thee pauſe, 
To ſe all this and/know thou art'ithe cauſe: Th; 
- For-by:your Falſhood, to ſoft Peace a Foe, ? © | 

I'm raigd\toithezxtremeſt pitch of woe, © 
From whence ſurveying all the numerous fry 
Qf Men, IT ſee-not'one {o curſt as'T. 
Did Angels know' my truth as well' as you, | 
Ev'n they:wowd*wonder Man'ſhowd be ſo truc 
But wonder'more thou ſhou'dſt unfaithful pro | 
To ſuch an inexhaufted fund of Love. * , 
Yauknow, and 1 ſhall nere forget the time, | | 
(If Love wasVertuethen,why'1s it now a crime! 
When I lay-raptur*d'on your-panting Breaſt,” 
Raptures not [awful here to-be'expreſt ;_ - 
When by the awful pow?rs above you 7 
Nay, by our mutual love, and that was more, 
That to me only you your heart. reſignd, 
And for my ſake che all Mankind : 
Did T not there, too, vow the ſame.to you? _ 
You heard me, and your own bright Eyes @ ' 

view 

How zcalouſly Tlookt on Heav'n above, 


Wiſlt it unkind tome if Þ prov'd falſe to love} 
Have we not ſince too ofteh done the ſame 2 - 
| \ith freſh indearments fed th* eternal Flame ? 


Feeron 


/ 
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Eternal ! --- No, *twas momentany, flight, 
YA ſhort-liv'd Meteor, a glaring light, 
FA blaze, an Jen fatums of the night ; 
By which thow'ſt led me over Buſh and Thorn, 
EDrilld on by hope,and driven back with ſcorn: 
.:FSure thou doſt think thou at Love's AuQtion art, 
7 And _ by Inch of Candle , parcel out thy 
>; cart; 

Thy Flame fo far from laſting, I ev*n doubt - t 


[:E Thou doſt but light it up to put ir out, - 
:Y Or ſindge us purblind Moths that fly about. 
YE Deſtrutive Sex ! for as thou uſeſt me, 
© So each Man's us'd by ſome perfidious ſhe. 
4} Cruel, or falſe yare all; and he is bleſt, 
'& He only, that excludes you from his Breaſt, 
K Nor lets your Tarrier Love diſlodge his reſt. 
RB O wou'd kind Heay'n my ancient peace reſtore, 
:& That Liberty which I conteman'd before, | 
i Away, I'd cry, with Love, and think of it nof' 
| more. 


The end of the Lowe-Verſes. 
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eMy Lord E. Eldeft 'Son 10" the 
 JMarqueſs f H. _. 


Upon bis Marriage and Return, &. + | 


Ardon, my Lord, if a poor Poet, oge 
That is not,nor deſerves not tobe known, 
Preſume not only (hardn'd in his Crime) 
To greet your ſafe Return with dogrel 

Rhime, | 

But wiſh your future Years may this atone, 

And Bleſs no other Country but your own ; 

Which, as it griev'd to want your Luſtre here, 

Envyd it's ſhining in another Sphere. 


Many there are that travel Foreign parts, 
They ſay, to kgow the Manners, Men and: Arts - 
But ſtead of leaving their own droſs behind, ) 
Bring back a droſs, too courſe to be refin'd, C 
AﬀeQed Body and affteQted Mind : 

| For 


ue 
# 
f 
| 
[ 
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7 Miſcellanies: | 
For ſuch Accompliſhments what. need we roam,Þ 
Thanks to our Stars, theſe may be had at home} * 
But you, my Lord, have nobler Condu& ſhown, 
And brought from the French Coort what will 


Ev 'n-Holy Writ mentions but two or three : 

'To her own Native Soul ſhe bids adieu 

For dear Religion, and her Dearer Tos; 

Nor has ſhe loſt, but 1 your Arms will find 

Sublimer Bleffings than ſhe leaves behindz © *.”, 
or early yoo e chaſe of Fame begun, - 

Nor are, but by a Father's name outdone, &- 

He, when three parts of four in darkneſs lay, | S] 

? 


Broke the thick Scales and made us ſee the day 
And drove our Fears and Jealoufies away; 
Falſe Fears and Jealouſies, thoſe uſeful things 
That: Knaves infinuate when they'd ruin Kings: 
His Noble Image we in You may find, 
Lively in Perſon, livelier in your mind, . (fit, 
For both have chmb'd the Mountains top, there 
He Judge of Wiſdom, You the Judge of Wit. . 


T ON Al 


 Miſcellanies: 

Earl | of Dorſet | and Middleſex, &>c. 
xpon bis Marriage with the Lady 
Mary Compton. 


FF NE-all men His is the moſt pleaſing Life; 
Ede has favour'd witha Yertuous 

APA, of. 5 OR ER 

She. loves him with a chaft, but cheerful Flame, 

And in all changes ſtill will be the ſame ; 

She beans him home Content, and ſhuts out 

bs ife, | | 

Content, 'the Cordial that does lengthen Lite : 

This Fate, tny Lord, is yours,'tis you have found 

'Fhis Miracle, with tcus perfe&tion Crown'd : 

Her Youths adornd in Nature's freſheſt Charms, 

Her. Youth ſhe brings, uoſully'd, co your Arms : 

Nor is Heav'n only 'to her Perſon kind, 

She is as nobly furniſh't in her mind : 

Good Natur'd, Pious, Afﬀable to all, } 

Mcek as the Turtle Dove that has no Gall, j 

And free from Pride as Eve before the Fall : 

Ah had ſhe been in her firſt Mothet's room, 

Sure Paradiſe had not been loſt ſo ſoon ! 

| But as the Treaſure's vaſt which you poſſeſs, 

:Tis your own Right, your Merit claims no leſs; 


D You 


34 | Miſcellanies: 


You to whom Nature kindly does impart 


| All that can pleale the Eye, or charm the Heart. 


Shou'd our -_ his pretenſions quit 
Of being ſacred Preſident of Wit, 
With th' Acclamations of the general Voice, 


You wou'd ſucceed, at leaſt, you'd be the Poets | 


Choice. —_ | be: 

To judge of Poeſie ſome make pretence, . 

Dama what does pleaſe, and praiſe what gives 
offence, : = 

But alt your approbation ſtamps goes curran 
off for ſenſe. | 


+» Yet though your Judgment we ſo much admire, 


Your Charity does lift our wonder higher ! 
*Tis not for none propitious Heay'n does bleſs 
All that you undertake with Tuch ſucceſs 5: 
Ev*n that roughSea where moſt Adventurers fail, 
That Bay of Biſcay that tears every Sail, 
Has favour'd you with an Auſpicious Gale, - 
And brought you ſafe to the delightſorae ſhore, 
The golden Worlds of Love's eternal ftore, 
Where unconcern'd you ſit, and daily [te 


'The Wrecks of Marriage, from the danger free ; 


For where the ſacred Ty of Love does join 
With that of Marriage, there the Knot's divine; 
There Life like an untroubl'd fiream does flow, 


| No murmuring ſound or perturbatien know, 


But, Crown'd with daily Bleſſings, glides away 
With an almoſt inſealible decay.” ; 


; To 
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To Sir Edward Nevil Baronet, 
3012 bis FMarriage. 


FO W., Sir, when your good Angel does 
And looks'down pleas'd upon your happy choice, 
When Love and Beauty dreſt 1n all their charms, 
Give up theit only Darling to your Arms, 

It may be thought Impertinence in Me, 

To grate your Ears with worthleſs Poeſie ; 

For while Love's facredMufick charms the ſenſe, 
All other ſounds are harſh and give offence ; 

And yet, alas ! though conſcious of my crime, 
T ſtill go on; a Slave condemn'd to rhime. 

'Tis grown almoſt a Miracle to ſee 
Two Natures form'd by Natureto agree ; 

Your lovely Bride,Chaſt,Courteous,Noble, Good, 
And you, Sir, Eminent in Worth as Blood, 
Juſt, Loyal, Brave ; --- but let me ſay no more, - 
Nor for a ſecret tell what all cou'd tell before. 

_ Hail then, bleſt Pair! yourRace of Love's begun, 
And may you till be eager to love on ; 
May Pleafure flow, and, becauſe all muſt taſt ) 
What ſorrow-is,, may ſorrow ebb as faſt, ; 
That this firſt day may be a Prologue to the laſt : 
May long Life bleſs you, and a health as long ;: 
And may you, too, be fruitful while y'are young, 
That from your. Loyns a Loyal Race may ſpring, 
T' ado#n their Country, and to ſerve their King; 
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36 Mifeellanies. 


To my unknown Brother, MR. R. 
bearing be was bappily Marry'd. | 


% IS, ſure, the faireſt Branch of Nature's Law | 
To love all men,ev*n thoſe we never faw; 
By the ſame Rule, it follows we ſhould fill 
Rejoice at their good Fate and mourn their 111, 


Ev*n general Charity thus nrueh ſhou'd do ; 
P::+ Pea nearer By to grieve, or Joy for you: 
hy Siſter, ſtill indulgent to my eaſe, 
And good, as ſhe were only made to pleaſe, 
Suſpends my Care, and filences my grief, 
Which, but for her, had never hop'd relief ; 
Ingrateful then, ill natur'd ſhou'd I be, 
Did I not wiſh as good a Spoule to thee, 
Did I not wiſh, that ſhe whom you have chofe 
May make her chief diverſion thy repoſe; 
For Vertuous we will think her,though unknown, 
Ev'n inthy Choice her Worth and Witare ſhown: 
What cou'd _— thee with a Eover's care, . 
Muſt needs be ſomething very Chaft and Fair. 
O may you long be happy in her Arms, 
You never want for Love, nor ſhe for Charms, 
But ſmoothly glide along the ſtream of Life, 
A tender Husband and Obedient Wife ; 
And O may never Jealouſy deftroy 
Your Peace of Mind, and clog your rifing; Joy : 
May ev'n the World to thy own wiſh agree, 


'The World, which has too often frown'd on me. | 


To 


| Mifeellanies: 2 


IT G.G.C. Eſq; upon the Report 
* _ of bis being dead. 


, Hen to my Ears the diſmal Tydings flew, 
| And my own Fears had made me think 

..- *twas true, | 
A ſilent ſorrow on- my Soul did ſeize, 
And fill'd my Breaſt with ſuch ſad thoughts as 

. theſe. | 

Ah1 why ſhow'd mortal Man on Life depend, 
Which once, and noxe can tell how ſoon, muit end? _ 
Ewv'n he who was but now all blythe and gay, 
Cheerful xs April's Sun, ayd fh as May, 
Whom every grace adorn'd and doated on, 
In the full blooms of _ is dead and gone ! 
Cropt from his Stalk his vernal ſweets decayd! | 
S$o flouriſh't Jonah's Bower, and ſo did fade ; 
1, or cou'd' that loſs th impatient Prophet bear, 
a: He beat his Breait, and griev'd en to deſpair : 

Ah ! how can 1 then mourn enough for thee, 

Who always wert a Jonah*s Gourd to me, C 
A ſhelter from the ſtorms of Poverty ? 
Ter, Witneſs Heawn, it © not only gain, 
The loſs of ſo much worth I moit complain. 
Honour he priz?d, and has this Honour gaiwd, 
'T'was ner by an ignoble attion flain'd, © 
Nor was his Wit of « lefs ſterling Coin, 
He ow'4 it not $0 Blaſphemy, or Wine, 


We. 
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Ah ! Why, ye Pow'rs ! why was his Morn fo bright, 
If you deſignd ſo ſoon to baniſh light, j 
And bring on gloomy death, and endleſs night !  }| 
But, lo ! while thus I did indulge my grief, - 
The Bappy news arriv*d that gave relief ; | 
A guſt of Joy ran through each yital part, 

Flanvd in my Eyes and revelP'd in my heart ! 

He lives ! I cry*d, --- dy thoſe that wiſh him ill, 

He lives ! the great: young man is with us ſtill; 

He lives ! that word ſhall dwell upou my Tongue, \ 
He lives ! ſball be the burdew of my Song, 0 
He lives ! and tis my Prayer he may live long. 


To P. A. Eſa; on bis- Poems ani 
T ranſlations, &c. _ 


Scarce in a hundred years by one,or two, 
Yet from that hope we mult not baniſh you ; 
You, who ſo well and with ſo ſtrong a wing, 
Of love and the bright charms of Beauty ſing : 
Thy Yerſion does th? Origizal refine,  _ $ 
Though oft *tis rough in that, *is always ſmooth 

in thine. 1 Qor San of 
To thee the Languages ſo well are known, 
We may, with Juſtice, call 'em all thy owa z+ 
And by thy learned converſe &'en _ (0 fg 


THE ſacred Wreathof Byysis worn by few, 


wn. \ 


I, 


At Madrid, Paris, Portugal, or Rome, \-' þ 
Thou art as true a Natzve as at home. 


T EF” Had'ſt 


lt 
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Had'ſt thou at Bebe! been, and, but allow, = 
Thou'd'ſtanderſtood the Foxgnes as well as now, 
In vain had Heav'n their $retfure overthrew, 


$ Thou'Fft made 'em carry on the Work anew, 


Their: differexe Dialefts hadÞft reconcilt'd, 


Z And made all regular when alt was wild. 


Ah Friend! it grieves me that at ſuch atime, 

When alt that's tearn'd- or good, is thought a( 

CrUNez - -* -oie | 
Thou ſhould be doom'd to the hard fate 

rhime. | 
So baſe, ill natur'd are our Criticks grown, 
They will damn any thing but what's their own : 
Theſe lines of thine, which well deſerve to live, 
And have what praiſe Judicious Men can give, 
Muſt not, though nicely written, hope to be 
From their urigovernd, Lawleſs Cenſure free; 
But let not that difturb thee, though they frown, 
Inſult, deſpiſe thy Works, "or cry *em down, 
For Reſignation is the mark of Grace, 
And Perſecution ſhews the choſen Race. 


To M*G. F. theu in the Country. 


| Irit in 1688. 


H Friend ! Oft have I wiſh't my ſelf with 
you, | 
"* Walking among theMeads and pregnantFields, 


. Now in ſweet Dales, and then on Hills to view 


How every Spring freſh ſtreams of pleaſure 
yields; D 4 Where 
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Where.true content ſo very ſeldom found, ' 
(If any' where): eternally does dwell;'* -- 


| Where all the ſtore of Nature does abound, ©- 
To feaſt the Eye; the Ear, the Taft and Smell :- 
But, Ah ! reſerv'd for ſonie.more rigid fate,” - { 


I'me doom'd to a perpetual Bondage- here 
Juſt in the Boſom of a murmuring State, 


WhereTumults reign as in their proper ſphere. 


The greateſt Storms are ſooneſt overpaſt, 
'They do but make a Viſit and away; 

But here the wrack eternally does laſt, 
And without Intermiffion Night, or Day. *© 

Wer't poſſible to mount among the Clouds, 
When Thunder does with greateſt fury rave ; 


Compar'd: with Londoz © they- were -peaceful 


rouds, RR | 
Still as a Calm, and ſilent as the grave. 
Nor wonder at it ; Murder, Schiſm, Debate, 
Treach'ry, Revenge, with thouſand Miſchiefs 
more, G 5 Ry <P Vie 9 
Make a more loud Report than anger'd Fate, 


 .When Winds below and Heav'n above does 


, roar: | 
Ah loving Friend ! how happy ſhou'd I be, 
Were I remov'd as far from. the lewd Town 
as thee ? 2 48 4, 
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I to commend and raiſe true Yertwe high, je 


To fix it's Station in the Starry sky, - 
o cloath it gay and make it flouriſh long, 
Be the beſt ſubjeQ fora Poes Song; 
Then, Madam, I may hope you will excuſe _ 
This dutiful preſumption of the Muſe : ' 
For ſince in that bright track ſo far y'ave gone, 
And with unweary'd {wiftneſs fii]l keep on: * 


Something we ought to your vaſt Merit raiſe 3 *. 
What all Mankind admures, *twere impious not 


_ _ to praiſe, + 

Long the fair Sex under reproach have lain, | _ 
And felt a general, oft a juſt diſdain : © © __ 
But you redeem their Fame ; in you we find .. * 
What Excellence there is in Womankind ! 

Of arr i bright Dames w'have been by Poets 

told, 
Whoſe Breaſts were Alabaſter, Hair of Gold, 
Whoſe Eyes were Suns, able to guide the day, 
In which ten thouſand Capids bailing lay, $ 
And on their Lips did all the Graces play : : 
_— routed, and th? obſequious Winds did 
rin Ns | 

Arabian Ours and around 'em fling ; 4 
Where ere they came "twas Tkog ſpring ! 
Their Voicesev'n the Rivers ſtopt to hear; _ I 
Not ſinging Angels, when they tund a ſphere, 
Made ſofter Mulick, or more charm'd the m_ 1 | 
Fn” 5 1.424 PET £4 "his 
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This we thought Fition all ; but, ſeeing You, 

We own 'tis poffible it might be true.. : - 
So'finely Laws 'd, andfo nobly form'd, * 

With ſo. much ſweetnels, ſa much. Grace adorn” dl 

If ought like Angels we can fee below, 

It is to You that Happineſs we owe ! | 
None fees you that, unwounded, canretire, 

He knows his-errour, but he "muſt admire : 

Yet though he loves, he daxe'not hope yourGrace, 

For your chaft heart is ſpotleſs like your Face. 


What Stories had the Antick Poers told'? _ 

Tt had been doubly then an Age of Gold : 

The Goddeſſes had (though in Beauty rare) 

No more contended which had been the Fair, 

But with a joint conſent reſign the Bal}, | 

Aſham'd your Luſtre ſhow'd eclipſe *em all, 

| Ts Times (for they thall know your 
Fame 

Will have juſt Cauſe to cetebrate your Name; 

Bleſt. with a noble Ifſue, *tis your doom 

For this Age to provide, and that to come: * 

Thoſe Beaxutys then ſhall fhine,now in their Spring, 

And the then Poets of their Praifes ſin 

Like you in every outward Gift.compleat ; 

And may, ye Gods ! their Vertues = as great : 

A Race of Hero's too that 'Age ſhall know, 

Who by their Deeds will their Extra&tion ſhow, 

Add lafting Honours to the Berriz*s Fane, 

And with freſhLaurels crown that Noble Name. 


Had you but liv'd in the leſt days of old, } 


Happy 


> got 


Tan >tt TL DSL) 


| 
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Happy - the Children ſprung from vertuous 


Wives; © 
Thrice happy thoſe to whom that ate arrives ! 


The bright Example, through Life's vitious maze, 


= Does guide *em in'the path that leads to Praile. 


A Vertuous Wife! but ſuch, ' alas ! there's few, 
And in the Van your Merit Places has; ©. Sh: 
A Vertuous Wife !: which who e're does attaing: 
Has got the chiefeſt good, the richeſt gain, _ © 
No greater Bleffing can the Gods beſtow. - - | i 
When they'd oblige a Favourite below. 
AVertuows Wife! which Heav'n and Earth regards, 
And Heay'n and Earth, too, bounteouſly rewards} 
For ſhe'l in both Worlds meet the RD doom, 


Honour in this, Glory in that to come. 


To my. Lady Anne Baigtgn, on the 
28 of April, 1688. 


-Was night, and, with a weight of grief 
'- opprett, 

Though weary'd with much toil, I took no reſt; 
All wrapt in Melancholy thought I lay, ! 
Wiſtft*twou'd be ever dark, or ſoon be day : 


But Heav'n, ſtill mindful wretched. i man to-eaſe, 


Inſpir'd mewitha pleaſing thought,when nothing 
elſe cou'd pleaſe ; 

A thought which all around did joy diſplay, 

And drove the anxious throng of Cares away : 


90, 
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$0, 49-2 Dream, 'oft Fancy to.us brings © . 
A thouſand frightful Images of things, 
Confus'd, but:ar the op'ning of the Eye | 
Their ſhapes'difſolve, theairy Fantoms fly. | | 
Gods! ftreight.I'cry'd, why ly Tlonger here? 


 WheaPleaſure's'nigh, why thus indulpe my care?. 


- Up, then, and to high Heav/nDevotion pay 
__- For. the return of this Auſpicious Day, ' - .- 
'The day that gave fair' Adoriſſa Birth; 

And with another Lucreece bleſt the Earth : 
Chaſt Adoriſſa, high in Heav'n's eſteem, © | 
The Graces Darling,” and the Muſes'Theme ! 
Which every Pez to write, and every Ear 
With'an uncommon: Joy 1anclines to hear. ! 
While in her Conduct weſce, fairly writ, 


Her Mother's Heav'nly Modeſty, her Father's 


__pow'rful wit! | 
: As thus Iſpoke,. Avrora's cheerful ray + + - 


Brought the glad Tydings of returning day, " 


The Larks did mount, their\morning Carols ſung, 
To Heav'ns wide Arch the tuneful Echo's rung : 


And now: the S*z Jet looſe the Reins of light, * 
And ne're before, methought, appear'd fo bright; 


No:'gloomy Cloud did interpoſe between ' 
His Beams and us,: nor rifing Fog was ſeen: 


The Winds were: huſh't'; - only a balmy breeze, 
With am'rous Wings, fann'd- perfume through 


F::.\ithe Trees! 0) | 

Lo! here, cry*dI again, when all around, 
Above; below, a general JoyT found, 

Nature her ſelf, to ſhew we well admire, 
Puts on her gorgeous Robes and Spring _ 
& : by 4a 0c; © ths | ak 
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| That weimay fay, her gentleſt looks ſhe cal | 


To grace this day and bleſs-it as it paſt. _ 

Never, O Grateful Goddeſs | was it known 

Thy Glories were more proper to be ſhown. 

For, O ! what Charms can in that Sex abound . 

That's not in the more charming Ado7:ſſa found ? 

Her Vertues, which the niceſt Teſt will bear, 

Her eaſy, flowing, yet commanding Air, 

A temper, which no trifling will abide, be 4s 

Sweet without Art, and ſtately without Pride ; 

How all ſhe does becomes her, ſuch a Grace! 

Such lovely Motions ! ſuch a lovely Face ! 

Though young her ſelf,yet how in Judgment old, 

Are things too full of wonder to be told. T 

. "Theſe, Madam, were my Thoughts, but white 
you ſtay | | 

To read *em, you throw pretious time away, 

And mar the better Pleaſures of the Day ; 

The Gueſts, Impatient, long you ſhou'd appear, 


And I ſhou'd err to keep you longer here. . 


© Now ſtrike up Muſick, let the Virgins feet 
With equal Harmony your Meaſures meet ; 
And you, fair Dam' th give delight the rein, 
Though often tir'd, take breath and to'r again : 


Bur, 4 kind Youths, Iet not the Vymphs, though 
alr, 


| Make you fix Adoration only there; 


O give not Capi all, let Bacchus have his ſhare. 
So, to the top fill up the lowing Bowl, 

Corne, he that ſpills leaſt has the greateſt Soul : 
Eet no dull ſniveling Coxcomb baulk his Glefs, 
But if he will not drink,diſmiſs the 4ſs;  * hy 


*'The Poer's Friend,whene're y'are pleas'd to ſmile; 


- May you ſee mary of theſe days return, 


= | Mitel: 


Ill fare the man that will, at ſucha time, E 
Think Dancing, Love, Delight, or Drink a crime if 
What if they call us Sos, ſo let *em dog 
Your Sober Sot's the dulleſt of the two. - 
O Solomon ! thou never ſpok'it amiſs, _ 
If time for. all things, now's the.time for this. 
Fill round again, to the large Brun fill up, - 
*Tis Adoriſſa's Health,. unlade the Cup; _ 
But prithee, though y*are merry, don't forget 
'The Poet ;--- Wine's his beſt pretence to wit. 
But, whither does the Muſe intend her 
Or has the Jilt forgot to whom write ? 
OrTamidrunk indeed? turn'd giddy withdelight. 
Howe're it is, Madam, I'm confident —_ 
Tis all obedience, *tis all humbly meant. 
Permit tne, then, to hope you wall forgive 
'Theſe lines, and contebend to let *em live ; 


You wing our Faxcy and improve our /t;R. | 
Wherefore this April's Sun ſhall ceaſe to warm, 
Your Spouſe to Love,and your own Eyes to charns: 
E're I decline (indulgent to your Fame) _ 
To write your Praiſe and celebrate your Name. 
Long may you 1n your Partners Arms be preſt, 
With the ſame Ardour that you firſt. careſt, | 
When the dear man came panting to your Brealt.) 


And all the while have not oxe cauſe to mourn : 
And O! (which will be more than double Joy) | 
May your _ Birth-day prove the Birth-day of 

. | a BgY | | At: 
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Wl And doz'd with poring upon Mufty 
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Air is your Sex, 'but, Ah ! fo faithleB, they 

Indeed deſerve whar we in' Saryr ſay 
But ſome among the reſt, a very few, ISL 
Like Diamonds 1n'the duſt, attraftour view; 
Among which number ſparkling like a Star, 
You ſhineabove the reft,and ſpreadyourluſtrefar, 
Ah Noble Maid ! bur in thy Apes noon, © - 
And make perfeQtion all thy own{b ſdon ! 
Showing thy Sex (and O that more wouv'd pleaſe 
To trace thy ſteps) they may be good with eaſe ; 
That Yertac's not a Scarecrow to aftright, (light : 
But ſoft as kindling love, and mild as dawning 
Indeed our Teachers with their Haggard looks, 

T, 


Say 'tis a Bleſſing ev'n the beſt can't gain, 


-© But with an Age of Patience, 'Toyl and Pain ; 


KO, why ſhou'd they make rough what you have | 


made ſo plaiy ? 


[But while of theſe Impediments they tell, 


They but diſcourage thoſe that wou'd do well, - 
Uawing their mounting thoughts, which elſe 

might fly | (ple 5ky : 
A tow ring height with yours and reach the am- 
Tis granted that Temptations ſtill abound, 
But whom ſeduce? the rotten, not the ſound : 
Gold charms in vain, in vain the Sirep ſings, - © © 
To one that does contemplate higher things ;- *: 


That 


That ſees the Goal, and with a ſober pace, .:. 
(For ſome rpn-faſt and fire) keep on and wing 
the race. ' | 
- e It fare the rigid Dame and. wrigk'd Face,, | 
As far from common ſenſe.as, Sin from Grace, | 
That think none can þe-wile or good, but thoſe} 
That whine and cant, and ſnuffle inthe Noſe, \ 
- And wear, by choice, unfaſhionable Cloaths : ) 
But decent Ornainent, though ſuch abaſe,. 
Tnſtead of a reproof does claim our praiſe: . , . 
Why ſhou'd thatFemale be thought vain,or proud 
[That loves to be diſtinguiſh't from the croud? _ 
The crowd (not Sin ſhou'd be avoided more), 
4 two leg'd Bruits, more ſenſeleſs than th 
in a oo ._- 
Yet that a mean ſhou'd be obſerv'd is true, 
And *tis as ſure that mean's. obſerv'd by few : 
The Servant ſhou'd not like her Lady dreſs, 
(She may let her Impertinence be leſl) NY Di 
Nor Drabs of the Exchange, of baſe report,- 
Be rrick't like a fine Lady of the Court : 
In Qa/ity there's many things allow:d, © ,_ 
Which, in a mieaner State woud be too proud ; 


s»*.8is 


. - . '. *. # . yi of 15 ; 
Such will have rich attire, and when that's done; hi 
p or 
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Juſt as a Bully*s know by full-mouth'd Oaths, 
So the Cit*s Wife by ill-choſe tawdry Cloaths; 


| Whieh yet, 'to make it worſe, the ſenſeleſs Elves 


Think beſt,and for their fancy-hug themſelves. --- 

But thou art to the-happy mean inclin'd, 

Ev'n:in thy outward dreſs we ſee thy inmoſtmind, 

So much of Modefty it dazles ſight, 

And renders thee our wonder and delight : 

Fine, not coquetiſh, as if too'much care. 

Were us'd in dreſling ; then thy gentle air 

(Neither too ſtiff, nor, which is worſe, too tree, 

But juſt what true deportment ought to be) _ 

Mixt with thy pleaſing Converſe, is a Charnt 

That wou'd give Statues Life, and make cold 
- . Hermits- warm. | 

Happy for Womankind, as Happy too 

For us, were all your charming Sex like you ; 

Wou'd they Behaviour from your Conduct learn; 

Dreſs well, but make high Heav'n their chict 

Concern : AED | | 

But Ah! Mankind wou'd then too happy. be, 3 

And Heav*n has ſhew'd us, in Creating Thod,p 

Such Worth's a thing we muſt but ſeldom ſee; J. 

For, unlike thee, moſt of thy Sex, we find, 

Not made to Pleaſure, but to plague Mankind. 

Vain are our Youths to let thee, then, ſo long 

ave in thy Virgin State --- but 'tis themſelves 

they wrong: 

Or elſe unkind art thou, that wilt not take 


n&;E Ix Addreſſes, which without diſpute, rhey make; 


{And you have Eyes to Conquer and Enſlave ! 
mil i E 


for they have Hearts Impreſtion to receive, 


Yes, 
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Yes, yes ! I ſee 'em at your Footſtool kneel, | 
I hear *em ſigh, and with a pang reveal | 
That Love they did with greater pangs conceal) B | 
O be n't Inexorable, but imcline | i 
To Pity --- Love's a Paſſion all Divine ! 
Make ſome one happy, and reward his care, : 
Anda eaſe the reſt by giving 'em deſpair. } 
£ 
Y 


e Abſence. 
Hree years, Amira, has our Souls been 
join'd, 
For what's true Love but, mingling of the mind! 
To ſay ware the ſame fleſh is far too low 
T” expreſs the Faith we to each other ſhow : 
Ev'n Friendſhip burns but faint, not worth a 
name, | 
When'tiscompar'd with our more mutual flame, 
And not ſo well deſerves Immortal Fame. 
In thy dear Arms my Cares were always eas'd, 
Nor cou'd I ever grieve when you were pleas'd ; 
Still ſo concern'd, ſo ftudious of your good, - 
-For every tear you ſhed my Heart wept blood. 
Nor was your Paſſion, dear _{4/mira, leſs, 
Too ſtrong to warp, too mighty to expreſs, 


A languiſhing, a laſting, lambent flame, T e 
Bright as thy Eyes, untainted as thy fame, | p,, 
Freſh as the dawn when firſt Awrors ſprings, Nl Ny; 


And ſoft as Down upon an Angel's Wings 'Þ For 
: * , I ; 


en 
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Such was our Love, ſo we, entranc't, did live, 
Contented, and what more had Heay?n to give ? 
Bleſt were theſe hours;and Ah ! they ſwiftly flew, 
Bur. who e're kept ſoft pleafure long in view ? 
For ſince our Hearts were oe by mutual vow, 


We never knew what ab/exce was till now ; 


Ly by a murmuring Brook on Moſs, ot Stone; 

And make the lining ſtream attend our mone, 

Vith' ſharp complaint the neighb'ring Air to 
wound, 

And tire kind Echo with the mournful ſound ; _ 

Nere knew what 'twas at dead of night, diſtreſt, 

(When filence does invite the World to reſt) 

With ſighs abrupt to think on our late Joy, 

Which we once thought ill Fate cou'd not deſtroy; 

Ah fooliſh thought ! let none hereafter be 

So fond to aſſure themſelves Felicity ; 

If we, in whom unſully'd Love did reign, 

Cou'd not be privitkdg'd from hateful pain, 

For others to expect a kinder Fate is vain. 

Not through patt Ages can a pair be found, 

Whoſe truth deſerves more nobly ro be crown'd,> - 


Ne'r knew what 'twas to wander all alone, 


Or will in after Days be more renown'd. 


To lay down Life for her dear ſake I love, 
Though great, were far too ſmall my Faith to . 
prove ; 1h 
I cou'd, nor doubt I but your love's like mine, 

Endanger ev'n my Soul to reſcue thine, 


Nor does 1n this ought that's profane appear; 


For Heav'n wou'd not be Heav'n, were not Almirs 


there ; | 
E 2 — "Fhougtr 
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Though I enjoy'd what cou'd on Man befal, 
All that in this world wiſe men happy call, . 
Abſence from thee wou'd turn thoſe ſweets to gall. 
Think then thou lovely Partner of my heart, 
Lovely I call thee, lovely without Art, 
Lovelier than thoſe that ly in Princes Arms; . 
For ſhe that's vertuous has ten thouſand Charms. 
O think if abſexce can ſuch woe create, 

What 'tis I ſuffer from relentleſs fate! 

Unhappy ſhou'd we be, indeed, and know 

No ebb of grief, but a perpetual flow, 

Tf unkind Fortune longer ſhou'd confpire, 

With inauſpicious hands, tocancel our deſire : 
But, thanks to Heav'n, their kindly Influence 
Our Stars begin, in pity, to diſpence : 

For the time's nigh that will redeem our harms, 
And bring us, blett ! to one anothers Arms. 

Fly then, ye minutes, you that grace the van 

Be jar as thought, and lead the following on ; 
And you ſucceeding moments ('tis no crime 
When once you enter the cariere of tune) 
That you the ſooner may our Peace reſtore, 
Puſh on the ſluggards that took flight-before. 
And thou, my Soul, no more at Fate repine, 

No longer blame decrees that are Divine ; 
Compole thy Griefs againſt thy Joys return, 
For when 7how art at reſt, Amira will not mourn: 


_ Pre 


Miſceloies] | 37. 
Prologue defign'd: for a Play 


of mine. 


F Poets living poorly oft you tell, 

But you may wonder how they liveſo well : 
How many vain Fops do there daily ſit, 
Trick't like my Ladies Monkey, 1n the Pit, C | 
That wou'd be poorer if they liv'd by Wit? 
Not that the Poets have ſo vaſt a ſtore, 
But they might, very well, difpence with more : 
Of late, indeed, what ere they waat in ſenſe, 
Is made up with Poetick Impudence ; 
No Trophies to the good or great they raiſe, 
But Fool and Kpave they qver-whelm with praile, 
They feed on Flattry, and it keeps'em ſtrong ; 
So Maggots ger beſt Nutriment in Dung: 

'E Theſe are the things our wretched Poers do, 

Yet moſt of ye wow'd be thought Paezs too. 
There hardly was an Age e're known before, 
Vertue was leſs in uſe and Verſes more. 

Courtier and Peſant equally poſleſt, 
Write, and *tis hard to tell which writes the beſt; 
BFor, when examin'd, we are ſure to ſee 
rn. {But little Reafoz and much Rbaldry : 
| -ENayevn the Women of this Frantick Age 
 NThink they're inſpir'd with Poerick rage ; 

Bb any vain, lewd, looſe-writ thing you ſee, 
'0:YYou may be ſure the Author is a ſbe. | 
 'UThe Laney, too, does verſify amain, 

Put falls, by ſtarts, to = own Trade again ; 

oy 2 2 
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For Kyavery, that FunQtions, fertile clime, 

Is far more difficult to leave than rhime ; 
Once of that Tr:be you can be juſt no more, 
They*re thorow tainted, rotten to the core. 
The Flutt'ring Spark that has lov'd Chlors long, 


| As his laſt hope, attacks her with a Soxg, ' 


And with tex whining lines does charm her more, 

Than with ter thouſand whining words before ; 

Songs will prevail,in ſpite of YVertae's rules, 

For that vaiz Sex 1s ſtill moſt kind to Fools + 

All theſe pretend to Wit, but, {till *tis ſhown, 

The way they ſtrive to prove it, proves they*ve 
none. 

Our Author by this rhiming Fiend poſleſt, 

Does put in for a Foo! among the reſt; 

For Fools e're now (he ſays) have written Plays, 

Nay more than that, Fools have had good third 
' days; - 


Shew him the Favour they had heretofore; 
He'd fain be thought a Fool upon that ſcore. 


He therefore begs, and hel defire no more, ; 


Qn the new Edition of Godtrey 0 
Bulloigne, in 1687, 
Ong this //upendons work has lain obſcur'd, 
From gloomy Times a long Eclipſe endur'd: 


But now it riſes like a Cloudleſs Sun, 
And brings as great a Tyde of glory on, 


Hail 
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Hail, Heav*zly Poem! while theſe ſtrains we hear, 

The Soul does mount into the raviſht Ear, ; 

Diverts our Anguiſh and ſuſpends our Care! 

So wond”rous are the Actions here enroll'd, 

And in ſuch high harmonious numbers told ! 
See here, you dull Trarflators, look with ſhame 


{ Upon this ſtately. Monument of Fame ; 


And, to amaze you more, refie&t how long 

It is, ſince firft 'twas taught the Exgliſh Tongue ; 

In what a Dark Age it was brought to Light, 

Dark ? no, our Apels dark, and that was bright, 

Of all thoſe Yerfions which now brighteſt ſhine, 

Moſt (Fairfax) are but Foils to fer off thine : 

Ev'n Horace can't of too much Juſtice boaſt, 

His unaffeted eafie ſtyle is loſt ; 

And Ogilhy's the lumber of the ſtall ; 

But thy fuccin&t Tranſlation does atone for all. 
'Tis true ſome few exploded words we find, 

To which we ought not to.be too unkind ; 

For, if the truth 1s ſcan'd, we muſt allow 


- They're better than the ew admitted now ; | 


Our Language is at beſt, and it will fail 
As tl inundations of French words prevail : - 
Let Waller be our Standard, all beyond, © 
Though ſpoke at Court, is foppery and fond. 
For thee too, Taſſo, T a wreath wou'd twine, 
If my low ſtrain cou'd reach the praiſe of thine; 
Homer came firſt, and much to him is due, 
Virgil, the next, does claim our wondef too, 
And the zhir4 Place muſt be conferr'd on Tow : 
LL. work 1s through with the ſame ſpirit fir'd, - 
Will laſt as long and be as much admir'd, - 
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Tflofry Verſe undaunted thoughts inſpire, 
And fill the Hero's Breaſt with martial Fire; 
May that * great Chief, who does the Turk engage, 
Makes Armies tremble, and reſtrains their rage 3 
May he: (a ſcourge to Ixfidels unbleſt) - | 
Take Pattern by the Warrioar here expreſt, 

And drive like him, with an avenging hand, 
Thoſe Unbelievers from the ſacred Land, - 
Free the great Sepulchre of Chriſt once-more, 
And be what mzghty Godfrey was before. - 

1 X:Lorrain. ''! ' Sh” 6 ts - 


The True Faſt. = 


eA Parapbraſe on the 58 of 
= 3 


"” 


- jound,. : | 
Through the wide Air diffuſe it all around, 
To tell My People how their Crimes abound : 
And yet, alas ! they ſeem to take delight 
To know my ways and ſtudy what is right, 
As if they did not treſpaſs and rebel, 
They juſtify their Errors, and think all is well : | 
Wherefore (f{ay they.) do we makertedious Faſts? 
Thou fee'ſt not, till thy Indignation laſts; -' 
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RY, let thy Voice like the loud Trumpet | 
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To yon our Luſts why do we roam, # 
| And wander ſuch a wicked way from home ? 
, © Why ſuch lean Penance do we undergo? ' , 
, E Thou tak'ſt no knowledge , though thou all doſt 
| know. | rad 
Hear me. (O Rebels !) that can thus report, 
Do you not faft for wantonneſs and ſport? 
Is it true Piety ? Is it Remorlſe ? f 
No, no, A Ceremony made in courſe, 
Of neither Efficacy, Power, or Force: 
Under this thin diſguiſe much ſin you hide, 
Hypocriſy, Revenge and Canker'd Pride ; 
- & And Strifes, that you may have pretence to" 
blame | oy | 
The wiſer few that will not a& the ſame, 
Participating in your guilt and ſhame ; 
Such as the Nonſenſe of your Faſts deteft, . * 
And clearly prove they are of no effeQ. 
But Faſts you call 'em, and you Fa#s proclaim, 
When Luxury oft were a more proper Name; 
| The Deep is ranſack't, all her Treaſures ſhown; 
) | For Fþ one day deny'd, the Sea is all your own: 
. & Jn vain with this =6"4 (Cuſtom you comply, p 
| In vain for this you lift your Voices high, j 
) | They come lame Izterceſſors to the Sky. | 
Obſerve, O Stubbory Brood! your Maker*s voice ; 
Is this a Faſt which I have made my choice ? 
Is to afict the mind, to ſigh and mone, 
And draw! my name out in a Canting tone ? 
Is it to fob and fawn with heads reclin'd, 
Like Bull-ruſhes that bend before the wind, 


To 
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To dreſs in Sack-cloath and the laſh to feel, 
With all th' External Pomp of hair-brain'd Zeal? 
What ſtreſs upon ſuch trifling will ye lay ? 

Or can this be to me a Faſt, or Acreptable Day ? 
No, no, the Faſt that pleaſes me is this 

To looſe the Bands of all that is amils, 

To fip.trom willful fin and every way 

In which ti? unwary Soul is led aftray, 

Releaſe the heavy load, break every yoke, 


And free the wretched from th Oppreſſor's ſtroke; 


To deal thy Bread to thoſe thart fit in want, 
And, to thy power, ready ſtill to grant 
(For he that has bur little, yet may be, 

giving little, ſavd for Charity) | 
o think not thy own Houſe too good and great 
For Strangers to ſojourn, and th' indigent to eat ; 
To let the mourning Widow be thy care, 


To cloath the Naked that rhey be not bare 

In the Inclemency of Winter's Air; 

Not to detra&t, or be with Paſſion wild, \ 
But ever merciful and ever mild, 

Nor be a cruel Father to thy Child; 

Not to be-Proud, or in Diſcourſe profane, 

But free thy Lips from all obſcene and vain : . 
Reach but this Goal,and happineſs you win ; 
This is'a Faſt indeed, --- 4A Faſt from Sin. 

Then thon ſhalt be exempt from every pain, 

'Thy health ſhall quickly come and long remain; 
All thy Good Deeds ſhall in the Front appear, 
And Glory ſhall attend 'em in the :Reer : 

Then thou ſhalt call,and T will hear thee ſtreight, 
Nor long ſhalt for a Gracious Anſwer wait : | 
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But like a water?d Garden ſtill be gay, 
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From dark Obſcurity thy light ſhall riſe, 


And take it's lofty Station 1n rhe Skies ; 


The Sun himſelf ſhall hardly ſhine fo bright, 
Hardly diffuſe around a more refulgent light : 
Nay more (what better Fate can Man betide ?) - 
"Tis I my felf, ev'n I will be thy guide, 

P11 ſet thee in the Path, T1l{hew the way ; 

O happy Man, that cannot go aſtray ! 

In Famine thou ſhalt daily have ſupply; 

In tedious Droughts thou never ſhalc be dry, 


Or Fountain riſing in a Sun-ſhine day, { 
Whoſe Springs ne're fail, but ever mount and(; . 


| ay. | | 

The ale Structures ras'd by War and Time, . 

Thy Sons ſhall build more ſumptuous than their 
= prin; © | 

But thine ſhall be the Glory, thine the Fame ; 

The Age to come ſhall bleſs thy honour'd name, 

Yes, zhis was he, th' united Voice ſhall cry, | 

That the foundationslaid,and rais'd the ruins high. 

And if to this thou add theſe Vertues more, 

I'll yet add other Bleſſings to thy ſtore ; 

If from all looſe deſires thou turn'ſt away, 

Not following Harlots on my Holy-Day, 

But think it honourable, pure, ſublime, 

And take delight then to redeem the time, 

With Zeal and ardour wiſh its coming on, 

And, when *tis with thee, that *twou'd nere bg 

gone.s "4 | ; 
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Not , ſpeaking thy own words, but cleave t 
what I 1ay; | | | 


 Tnrthe true Fa# that T have nam'd remain, 


(For t*other's ſuperſtitious, fond and vain) 
[Then thou ſhalt be my Darling, my Delight, 
Dear to my thought and pleaſing to my ſight ; 
High I will lift thee and far ſpread thy' Name, 
The Globe ſhall be roo narrow for thy Fame, 
With me to Heavn P1l carry it'along, 
An Endleſs Theme for the Celeſtial Song : 


And feed upon the fatneſs of the Land ; --- 
*Tis-T have ſpoke it, and my word ſhall and. 


All Nature's Products too thou ſhalt ——_ 


PR 


ad all this while not walking thy own way, "} 
'Nor after dull Enthuſiaſts run aſtray, | 
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The Harlor. 
A Parapbraſe on the 95* of 


Proverbs. 


X ] Oung Man, let what ſpeak attention draw, 


RL Obſerve it as you wou'd Heav'n's ftrifteſt 
Laws 1. | | | 


Year my Commands and weaye 'em in thy heart,. 


ake *em both one that they may never part ; 
Dothus, you'l quickly find the good efte&, 
Bur{wift deſtruCtion follows the negleft. 


Try Ant nw. A£ArDIoHMmH = 


Miſceltanies, = wo 
To Wiſdom ſay, thou my fair Siſter arf, Z 


My Hope; my Guide, and Goddeſs of my Heart, 
Dearer than Life, with Life I'd ſooner part; 
Diſcretion too thy near Relation call; - 
Get theſe (O happy Youth !) and thou haſt all 
No better Gift can bounteous Heav?a. beſtow, 
No ſafer Guard from-humaa ills below : 
Envy may hiſs, but ſhe can do no harm, 
She flies, ſhe dies before the pow'rful charm. 
Particularly, it will keep thee free 
From the /ooſe Strumper*s ſpecious Flattry, 
Whoſe words like Oyl on Rivers glide along, 
Her words more tuneful than the Sirez's Song ; 
She makes Perdition pleaſing with the Muſick 
of her 'Tongue : | 
Keep, keep from her Inhoſpitable Coaſt, 
But once incline to hear her,you are loſt ; 
Regret, Remorſe, Repentance come too late, 
Nought but a wonder can reverſe your Fate ; 
White on her wanton Breaſt your head you lay, 
For oze thought that does cry,Riſe, Come away; 
You'l have tex thouſand preſſing you to ſtay : 
But let the Wretches Fate which here is ſhown, 
Encline you to be careful of your own. 


Juſt in the cloſe and ſhutting up of day, 

When the laſt gleams were hurrying ſwift 
away ; 

Fhe Harlots hour their ſubtle Trains to lay ; 


As in-my Window I ſtood leaning out, 
Penſive and thoughtful, gazing round about, 


Among 
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Among the Youths (behold!) a Wretch T ipy'd, | 
Looſe, fooliſh, vain, nor ſtrove his guilt to hide,( 

What oy have been his /bame he made his( 
| Preate; | 

For to his Dra#'s Apartment he was bear, 
His glowing Cheeks diſcover'd his intent ; 

Pleas'd with the thought, he ſcarcely 'touch'd 

the ground, BY 
But, like a Mountain-Roe did leap and bound : _ 
But (lo!) ſhe met him, coming forth to ſee ; 


For ſome kind Friend of her Fraternity ; 

For any Fop had ſerv'd as well as He : 

[Thoſe that are learn'd and known to gain by ſin, 
Muſt trade as well without doors as within ; 
At every Corner of the ſtreet they ply, 

[Fo angle Coxcombs, which in ſhoals glide by, 
As ſoon as e're the Bait appears 1n ſight, 

Eager to be beguil'd, the Guageops bite : 

Have you e'fe {cen (what time the Seaſons yield 
Suck kind of ſports) a Spaniel range the Field, 
And mark*t what pains he takes to ſpring his 
- | Game! oy. 
Th' induſtrious ranging Drab is juſt the ſame : 
Thus, ftreight, the Youth ſhe ſpies, and round 
___ himcaft Bok "Ivy 
Her ſnowy Arms, ſhe preſt, ſhe held him faſt, 


And with a warm Laſcivious fierce embrace, 


Laid Cheek to Cheek and fuckt him to her Face: 


Bare were her Breaſts, and Careleſs herttire, 

Learn'd in the Art how to enflame delire, 

And _— what was found too apt to take the( 
we ; | 


Harlot 
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Harlot throughout, each motion that ſhe made 


Show'd her true Punk, and perfeC& in her Trade: 
But after ſome fond looks and dalliance paſt, 


Thus the fair faithleſs tun'd her Tongue at laſt. 


Ts Peace (faid ſhe) "tis Peace aud Love T bring, 
This day Ive paid my vows and made my Offering, 
And therefore came I forth ; with thee to meet, 
Thus late, and thus alone, I rove the ſtreet ; 

The dangers of the night not frighten me, 


At leaſt, they vaniſh at the ſight of Thee : 


Withoat thee what a tedious night 1'd pait ? 

And who knows too but it had been my laſt ? 

Depriv'd of thee muſt have ſtrange Tortures wrought, 
Arid lk me %” A, Thought ; MD 
But I have found thee, long I've wiſht it ſo, 

And it ſhall longer be before I kt thee go. | 
Pre deck*t (my Love) Pre deck't my Bed with Flowers 
Not ſweeter were the Gods delicious Bow rs ; 

With coſtly Tap'itry IT have hang my room, 

Not richer ever ftretch't the Tyrian Loom; 

There Venus is in all her Poſtures wrought, . 


I 


And how Loves Pleaſure ſhe with hazard ſought, 
Surprizing to the Eye ! tranſporting to the thought ? 
Perfum'd with richeit Scents, ſuch as inſpire 

Gay Loves and melting Foy, and [oft deſire ! 

Come then, away, and take of Love our fill ; 

Is Paſſion, ſuch as ours, there is no ill : 

Let aged Matrons rail, .and Gown-men preach, 

They are too wiſe to prattiſe what they teach - 

Away ! come let me plunge into thy Arms, © 

Find you freſh Love, and I'll create freſh Charms : 


Come, 
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_ His Wizter his December comes in May : 
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Come, till the Morning let us [port and play, W 
Nor riſe the ſooner for it's being day. | Sc: 
Nor. let the thought of Husband pall your Joy, Ti 
Hes now-far wank 4 grand employ, BA 
Caſh he has took long C avivg to defray, * | 
[Azad will n0t come till his appointed day ;_ ; = De 
And O (ye Gods!) TI wiſh he never may 3 KH Bu 
Dy right in him Þd willingly reſign, : 8 Le 
Millions of his embraces are but one of thine : Sh 
But ah ! the hours have Wings, away ! away ! St 
Let not the pretious time be loft when Love and Pleſ A; 
ſurt ſtay. mL 
| ES; +1 2». OCT 
-- With her fair. Speectr ſhe forc'd him ſoon tofl A 
But force is needleſs when we quit the field; | T 
Too credulons, her Flatt*ry he believ'd, - 'T 
Nor was he the firſt Fool that ſhe deceiv'd : | 
She turns, he follows, nor his Joy conceals, H 
Nor ſees deſtruction dog him at the heels : H 
As Oxen to the Slaughter- (wretched State!) - F 
So on he walks, unmindful of his Fate ; D 
Or as a Vagrant to CorreCtion goes, '< 


= 
Y 


To laſting {corn he does his Fame expoſe : 

As Birds haſt to the ſnare their food to find, 

And think not that their ruin is deſign*d; 

Soa Dart (trikes hint through, a fatal Knife, 

And lets him fee h* has food away his Life : 

Diſeaſe o'ertakes him, makes his health a prey.) 
3 : 


wil i 


Meagre and wan he looks that once was gay, 


Too late his Luſtful errors underſtood, - = 
He feels her Poxt Embraces in his tainted Blood ; 5 
| Wit | 


tt 
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Rank all without and rotten all within +  - 


She's Entertainment for " nobleft Mind, - . . 


With aches'crampt,and ſtrong Convulſions torn, 
Sciaticas too grievous to be born, _. | 
Till the Gow comnes,the paits of Hell ſcarce worſe, 
And his laſt Breath evaporates jn a Curſe, - 
Hear me (O Youth) and to my: wordsattend, 
Deſpiſe 'em-not becauſe am a Friend, | ; 
But perſevere in/good,and glory crowns theend :þ 
Let not thy Foatfteps to her Paths decline ; 
She's worſe than Devil though ſhe ſeems divine : 
Strip her but of her Silk, her Patch and Paint, 
And ſee how fit ſhe's then'to-make a Saint ; 
Then mark her ſhrivel'd Pace and fallow Skin, 


| The rich, the noble, witty'and the gay, (prey; 


And yet; alas, (ſuch Charms ſhe does diſplay) 


The great, the ſtrong, have been, by turns, her 
Warrievrs themfelves bave:by her A4rts been ſlain, 
Have lain down by her; but oe'r roſe again ;. 
Her Houſe is the defttuQtiye path to fin, 

From whencethere's no return when once y are in, 
Down to the Courts of deepeſt Hell ir goes: Þ 
O dor't thy Safety to this Rock expoſe ! c 
'Tis but aKz/s yougain, and*tis a Soul you loſe! 


To Madam G. with M" Fhillips's 
- 1 Poems, F 
Rinds'slaftingWorks to. 70 T ſend, (Friend; 


FJ. Not doubting but. you! prove her laſting 
Accept and lay her to your, Breaſt, you'l find : 


And 
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And to your Sex this laſting Honoue brings, ' | 


That they are capable of higheſt things : 
Her Verſes and her Vertuows Life declare, 
*Tis not your only Glory to be Fair. 
How can you fai 
Are double-pointed ſtill that reach our Hearts ? 
Wingd with * ber 4 guided by your Wz#, 
What mark ſo diſtant that they cannot hit ? | 
Darkneſs in vain wou'd interpoſe between ; 
With theſe advantages you wound unſeen. - 
But by what Magick;has her Heav*nly Song 
Lain from thy knowing view conceaFd ſo long, 
Whea not the S#z, who is the God of Wit, ' - 
Makes more unweary'd ſearches after:it? - - 
Great Shakeſpear, Fletcher, Denham; Waller, Ben, 
Cowley, and all th* Immortal; tuneful Men : | 
Thou'ſt made thy-own,” and none can better tell 
Where they are low, and where they moſt excel, 
Can reach their heights when thou art pleas'd to 
” write, | i” >roclyS; *19 
Soaring @ pach that dazles human fight ! 
But O! when thou haſt read'thismatchleſs Book, 
And fram it's excellencea Judgment took, | - * 
W hat the fair Sex was then,thou, ſure, wilt mourn 
To g'- how juſtly »apthey're:bpanded with gur 
ſcorn. | | 
Farces and Songs obſcene, remote from Wit, 
(Such as our Sappho to Liſander writ) | 
'Employs their rime'; 'ſo far th abuſe prevails, | 
"Their Verſes are az vitious as their Tails; +. ” 
| Both arg expo$9, alike, 'to publick view, * 
And both of *emi have their Admirers too, 


to'Conquer, when your Darts 
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Miſcellanies. 66 
With juſt abhorrence look upon theſe: Crimes, 
Agdby thy chaſt Example fix the Times ; @ame, 
Right the wrong'd Age, redeem thy Sex from 
*T was ſo Orinde got her deathleſs Name ; 
Thou art as fair, haſt the like skill in Song, 
Andall that thou doſt write will laſt as long. 


» 
—_— 


To Madam Beaw. Occafpond by a 
Copy of Verſes of my Lady Ann 
Bainton's. 


S when the Bleſt up to their Heav'n are gone; 
And put theirFadeleſs Wreathsof Laurel on, 
How are they pleas'd to hear their Vertues there 
A Theme for Angels ſongs that met Reproaches 
- / here's 
No leſs amaz'd, nor leſs with Rapture fraught, 


Rais'd above Earth with the exalted thought, 


I ſtood, fo hear my Praiſe, contemn'd by Men, 
Employ our Beauteous Aaoriſſa's Pen ! 

All that we Merit we but think our de, 
So but bare /atisfatFiop can enſue ; 
And Bleſſings hop'd for half the Bliſs deſtroy, 
For ev'n the ExpeQation palls the Foy ; 
But when unthought of, undeſerv*d, they come, 
They give us tranſport, and they ſtrike it home ! 
So ſhe, like Heav'n, does her Rewards impart, 


Which fly beyond the Bounds of all deſert. 


e;1 {2 | | Fnow 


C'S | Miſeellanies. 
I now may boaſt I have Erernity.; | 
| For, Gre, what ſhe daes write can never dy : 
Her Beauty may, perhaps, to Time ſubmit, 
But Time muſt fall'a Trophy to her Wie. 
| Beneath her ſhelter, ike a Shrad, I ly, 
And, fafe intrenclt,: theenvibus Men defy ; 
While, like the Mountain Cedar, ſhe ſurveys 
'The Plain, and whom ſhe pleafe does Crown 
with Bays: | | | 
'They cannot reach to her, nor dare reje& 
(TP her high warth Projerving their reſpeQ) 
at , 


2 


ſhe has deign'd, to like and to prote&t. . 
But while her Wit is in our Praiſes ſhown, 
Why is ſhe ſo forgetful of her own ? 
Why honour others, and negle& the claim 
'Ta her undoubted Right, Immortal Fame ? 
_ ?Tis therefore,Fair One,that theſe lines you ſee, 
That on this fubje& you may join with me : -\ 
You can both write, and judge of what is writ, 
A Prieſtels of the Myfteries of Wit, ' - 
Though her own Mozeſty wort ſoar on high, 
But clips theWings with which her praife ſhouw'd 
Our Gratitude mult not with that comply : (fly, 
- We ſhou'd, how e'r, attempt to do her right ; 
The ſubjef# will inftrutt us to indzre. 
Dces not her Form, which we with Joy behold, 
Tranſcend Fiftitious Goddeſſes of old ? | 
Yet Matchleſs though her Beauty be; her ſmile 
Is not more {weet and lively than her ftile ; 
Her oo themſelves have not more moving 
charms | 


'9 - Sa 
And ev'n her Love not more, Divinely warms! 
7 Ty Oure 
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. Miſcellayits: 
Sure from her Godlike Sire her Genius came, 
Wholiving warm'd three Nations with hisEJame 2 
She, Phenix-lihe, ſoars from his Urn aloft, 
Her Flight as ſteady, and her Plumes as ſoft, 
Here we ſhou'd: all her other Gifts declare; 
(Far of all elſe ſhe has as grear a ſhare) - 
Her Piety,, unblemiſht Love. and Truth, | 
A Converſe fin'd from all the Droſs of Youth ; 
A Faith unſully'd to the Nuptial Bed,” 
And ftri& Obedience to her lawful head. 
On Merrigze do depend our Peace of Life, 
Our greateſt good or ill fprings from a Wife, 
Eternal Comfort ! or eternal ſtrife ! 
Eternal Comfort, then, is Damex's Lot : 


\ But where oxe has it, M:ons have it not. 


rc 


He only cou'd deſerve ſo great a good, 

Who 1a the Bud: the Flower underſtood, 

And knew to what advantage *rwou'd be ſhown, 
When Sprize was come, and all its Glories blows. 
A hundred Seafons may the Gods allow 

This Blefling to him, and ſhe fair as now. 

But O ! what Peyx or Pencil can we find. 

Able to paint the Beauties of her mind ? 

Which open'd to our view diffuſe around 

A Flood of luſtre that does fight confound, 
Forces the Mule her airy flight to ſtay, 

Which here muſt ſtop, or elſe muſt loſe her way. 
So when from Heav'n (and brighter than the Sun) 
A ſudden Glory round th' Apoſtk ſhon, | 
Too much refulgence did opprefs his fight, 
And he fell blind amidſt the blaze of light. 


Inſtru- 


& 


(66) Hiſcellanits. 


dnflruttions to a Young Lady. 
V's now, 4ſteria, on the publick Stage, ., 
| Live in ll Tumes, and a Cenforious Age, 
But ſeen few years, yet like an Angel Fair, _ 
As great your Merit, great muſt be your Care. - 
Be {triQ, if you'd have Reputation ſtay, | 
The leaft negle& throws the rich Gemm away. 
Th Heſperian Fruit, though by a Dragon kept, 
Was by a bold Hand gather'd while he ſlept. 
The more your Beauty ſhines, it but gives light) 
*To the ſharp Darts of prejudice and ſpite, 
To take their fatal aim, and hit the whe. 
Beſide, alas ! though every Woman's frail, 
The faireſt are molt liable to fail : | 
If fruit we chuſe,we take the lovelieſt firſt, 
The reſt goes down, but not with ſuch a guſt Y 
Think of Lacretia, then of Tarquiz's luſt. 
If Barefac't Violence does not prevail | 
To work your Ruin, Flatt'ry will not fail ; ; 
But O! beware the ſmooth enchanting Tale. ) 
You know the Truth, he Smnake's beneath the 
Flower, | 
Avoid his Tongue and you avoid his Power. 
Let ev'n the good with Caution be believ'd, 
For not to truſt is not to be deceiv'd, | 
But who, alas | can ſcape ſharp Exvy's ſting, 
That wounds up from the Beggar to the King ; 
Nothiag is free from it's unlicens'd rage, 
Nor Innocence of Youth, nor Reverence of Age, | 
| Shou' 


Miſcellanies.. 
Shou'd Angels,as of old, from Heav*n come down; 
T' inſtruQ, ' as then to Kourne a Luſtful Town, 
They'd findill Tongues wou'd flander ſpreadabourt,, 
And bring their Heay*®n-bora Purity in doubt : 
If this be ſo (as Truth *tis to our:ſhame) (Fame ; 
You can't with too much niceneſs guard your 
That to ſecure ſhou'd: all your thoughts employ; 
Hard to preſerye and eaſy to deſtroy. 
Vertue, though ne*re ſo pure, 'may ſully'd be, 
She's made, or marr'd by Credibility ;_ 
Toſg'd like a Ship, Opinion fills her Sails, 
And they all {lacken as Opimzon fails ; +1 
That is the Sterling Stamp that'makes her go, '  * 
For you are Vertuous if we think youſo'? - © 
Strive then (nor is your labour ſpent for noughtY 
When we think well of you, we may improve 
the thought: oof ooo: 1-3 35 03em dT 
'Tis true, you'l ſay when Clouds as thick as nighty 
Obſcure the Sun, yet in-himſelF hes bright; : C | 
Breaks through-at laſt, anddoes exerthis light ; 
And Vertue, though oppreſt, at laſt may riſe, . 
And with it's cheerful Glories gild the Skies:. - 
But do not let.this Anſwerbe forgot,.:-..-.. + | 
This may arrive, but much more likely; not. 
If we a Voyage take (andlet-Life's Stene -: 
Be that avoidlefs' Voyagethat T mean) 
Is it not better.far ſtill tobe free OY ne 
From Reckleſs Storms, and Heav?nsInclemency, 
That no rough Waves, ſhou'd rowl, 'no' Winds 
ſhou'd b We Ok: ED, erfvef <p 
But all be ftillabove, and ſmooth below,'s: > 
ll we have gain'd the Port, in Harbour ly, 


* 


And thers, ſecure, their baffled rage defy? To 


| 
l 
| 
i 

| 


Mifcellanies.” 
Krgr be moreplait ; hatl we not better live, 


take what: Dracls a grudging World will "A | £ 
By PA ently og, an even ſtreafn, | — 


6ngues and every wild extteam, 
Tal CC we £0,” and there enjoy - 
That lobg repoſe which Etivy'can*t deſttey ? 
Were it not wiſer thas; than; by fond ways, 
Proud of aur worth, pull do0iyn wee! we  ou'd raiſe , 
For vettuous we may be, þut.when reſpe 
We wov'd aſſume for being ſo, it Ca to yeglett. 
Let it theh be your ſtudy and delight | 
Never to give the leaft Pretence to ſpite; A f 
A Mad Dog, if - hooted,” thay nof bire. 
But Flank ny lst159 be your Care; 
Your rAttions:malt be cmd there : 
It mu pe with a light Air receiv'd, 
by _ FE ly it will be believ'd ; 
ks great Deceit is ben ware by our r ſelves deceiv'd.) 
What Arguments fo er fome mer may bring 
To make it ſeem a ſowre pnlovely thivg, 4 
When ofccembrace, yew find it has more charms | 
ThanLoye;or Wealth,or Power can uſher to-your Arn 
Yet, haye;3-cere, for, to our laſting ſhatne, | 
All's not Felgion thatdoes bear the Nane. 
®Tis not a hot dif pate, or Zeal that's. cold,. 
Or Lepetids vety falſe and very old, 
Dull, ſuperſtiriovs, fact 25 ſenſe deſtroys}' © 
And <fly fit for: "Chimivey | talk for Boys: 
Nor is tt whining; when, with Maudlin: Eyes | 
W22re told the grunting Spirit?s. juſt.abouc to riſe. 
That's true Religion thax does docs ppake. you = BY 

Oo 


a 


To love yo Neighbour, and of relieve, 

To do ui; : riok atnio weong connive, | 
altrhe-wx wrong that's done you ro forgives #-;: :- 

Now Fair One let me this requeſt obtain, Y | 


Thar theſe InſtruQtions you would not oem, | 
Ee they're told you imahomely' ſtrain; 
bur know Condu& has: been rry'd, 


; ITE ” n 
| A har id F uide, F(t 
And t you! | our Fame wirhout a Guide Fnner [ ; 
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1 Funeral Elegies. 
0D got TO THE bh 


| eM emory of MF John Oldham: 


U T that *tis dangerous for Man to be 
Too buſlie with Immutable Decree, | 
I cou'd, dear Friend, have blam'd thy 
| cruel doom, 
That lent ſo much to be requir'd ſo ſoon! 
'B3 The Flowers with which the Meads are dreſt ſo 


Bay, - 
| | $Shortliv'd though they are, yet they live a day; 
BJ Thou in the Noon of Life wer't ſnatch'd away ! 
ABT hough not before thy Verſe had wonders ſhown, 
{I(RAnd bravely made the Age'to come thy own ! 
Y | The Company of Beauty, Wealth and Wine, 
| IWere not fo charming, not ſo ſweet as thine; 
hey quickly perifh, yours was till the ſame, 
everlaſting, but a Lambent Flame, 
| hich ſomething ſo reſiſtleſs did impart, 
"We ftill through every Ear won every Heart ; 
nlike the Wretch that ſtrives to get eſteem, 
8 And thinks it fine and janty to Blaſpheme, j 
ay SAnd can be witty on no other Theme. 
it. FP 2 Ah 


68 Funeral Elegies. | 
- 4h fooliſh Men ! (whom thou did'ſt ſtill deſpiſe) 


They wou'd have Satyr their Compaſſion move, 
And writ ſo pliant, nicely and ſo {mooth, ' 
'As if the Myſe were in a flux of Love : = 
But who of Kzaves, and Fops, and Foots wou'd 7 
ſing, - ( © 
Muſt Force-and Fire, and Indignation bring ; 


\\ 'That muſt be wicked to be counted wiſe! . | 'T 

k But thy Converſe was _ this error free, - 

"hl - And yet *twas every thing tre Wit cag þe; -. 

i None had it but, —_ with a Tear, [rag own, Fc 

vi The Soul of Dear Society is gone ! aj T 

il - But while we thus thy Native ſweetneſs ſing, _ 

| | We ought not to forget thy Native ſting : &: 

" Thy Satyr ſpar'd no Follies nor no Crimes ; 

1 Satyr the beſt Reformer of the Times. 

| White diff rent Prieſts eternally conteſt, 

And each will have his own Religion beſt, 

bl And ina holy huffdamns all thereft, ' ) 

hd Their Love to Gain, not Godlineſs is ſhown ; | © 
( Heay*ns work is left undone to do their own. - | +.- 

il How wide ſhoot they that ſtrive to blaſt thy © 
| _ Fame | | Th 
| By faying;that thy Verſe was rough and lame? oy 


For tis no Saty7 if it has no ſting : T 
In ſhort, who in that Field wow'd famous be, In 
Muſt think and write like Fuvenal and Thee, | V 


Y Let others boaſt of all che »ighty nie, He 
| 
| 


| | To make their Labours with more luſtre ſhine t 2 
' I never had no other Muſe but thee, = 
fl Ev'n thou wer't all the mighty nine to me : Bu 


"Twall 
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Funeral Elepies. 69 
'T wasthy dear Friendſhipdid my Breaſt inſpire, 
And warm dit firſt with a Poetick Fire, C 
But 'tis a warmth that does with thee expire; 
For when the Sz is ſer that guides the day, 
The Traveller muſt ftop, or loſe his way. 


"4 


| To the Memory of Edmund 
Waller £ſq;, 


Hough ne'r ſo baſe, or never fo ſublime, 

All human things muſt be the ſpoil of time z 
Poet and Hero with the reſt muſt go, (ly as low: 
Their Fame may higher mount, their duſt muſt 
Thus mighty Waller is, at laſt, expir*d, 

With Cowley from a vitious Age retir'd, | 
As much lamented and as much admir'd t 
Long we enjoy'd him : on his tuneful tongue, Y' 
All Ears andHearts with the ſame rapture hung. 
As if Heav'n had indited, and an Angel ſung. 3, 
| Here the two bold,contending Fleets are tound, 
The mighty Rivals of the wat*ry round ; (fight 
In Smoak and Flame involv'd , they - cou'd not. 
With ſo much force and fire as he does write ! 
Here Ga/atea mourns; in ſuch ſad ſtrains 

Poor Philomel her wretched Fate complains : 
Here Fletcher and Immortal Johnſon ſhine, 
Deathleſs, preſerv'd in his Immortal Line : 

Bur where, O. mighty Bard !- where is that he, - 


Surviving now, to do the ſame for Thee ? 
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70 Funeral Elegies. 

At ſuch a Theme my conſcious Muſe withdraxys, 

Too weak to plead in ſuch a weighty cauſe. 
. Whether for Peaceful (harles,or Warlike Fames, 

His Lyre was ſtrung ; the Muſes deareſt Themes! 

Whether of Love's ſucceſs, when in the Eyes © 

Of the kind Nymph the kindling glances riſe, 

When, bluſhing, ſhe breaths ſhort, and with 

- conſtraint denies; | 

Whether he paint the Lover's reſtleſs care, 

Or Sachariſſa the diſdainful Fair ; 

(Relentleſs Sachariſſa, deaf to Love, 

The only ſhe his Verſe cou'd never move ; 

But ſure ſhe ſtopt her Ears and ſhus her Eyes, 

He cou'd not elſe have miſs'd the Heav*nly Prize) 

All this is done with ſo much grace and care, 

Hear it but once,and you'd for ever hear! 

His Labours thus peculiar Glory claim, 

As writ with ſomething more than mortal flame: 

Wit, Judgment, Fancy, and a heat divine (ſhine, 

Throughout each part, throughout the whole does 

The expreſſion clear , the thought ſublime and 

high -- |: | (along the Sky. 


No flutt'ring , but with even wing he glides 


Some we may ſee, who in their Youth have writ 
Good ſenſe, at fifty take their leave of wit, 
Chimera's and Incongruous Fables feign, 
Tedious, Infipid, Impudent and Vain, 
The Hinds and Panthers of a-Crazy Brain : 

But he, when he through eighty years had paſt, 
Felt no decay, the ſame from firſt to laſt, ; 
Death only cou'd his vig*rous Flame oercaſt. 


Such 


Funeral Þlegies. 1) 
Such was the Mar whoſe loſs we now deplore, 

Such was the Max, but we ſhou'd call himmgre ; 

Immortal in himſelf, we need not ſtrive 

To keep his facred Memory alive : 

Juſt, Loyal, Brave, Obliging;Gen'rous, Kind ; Y 

The Engliſh Tongue he to the height refin'd, | 

And the beſt Standard of it leaves (his Legacy,f, 

behind, - | 


To the Memory of Colonel Edward 


Cooke. 


? Is Vertue which alone ſupports the whole, 

; 4 For without that the World's without a 
gout ; | 

Moſt certain, then, as it grows faint and weak, 

TH? eternal Chain decays, at laſt muſt break : 

When great Cooke fell, the jarring Links did twang, 


{ And Nature figl'd as if ſhe felt the pang ; 


Nor is it ſtrange; For Yertue was his guide, 
And ſcarce before ſo much e're with a vorary dy'd, 
' In War he was nurs't up, Arms his delight, 
Courted in Peace, and as much ſhun'd in fight : 
Death he had ſeen in various ſhapes, but none 
Cou'd move him to be fearful of his own: 
Nor did old Age abate the martial Flame ; 
'T was always great, and always was the ſame. 
His Charity did equally extend 

To cheriſh the diftreſd, and ſerve his Friend. 

L. F 4 When 
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When he did good (and who his Life ſurveys | 
Will find he did delight in't all his dayes) { 
*T'was for the ſake of good, and not fl praiſe. 
Reſtleſs Ambition ne'r his thought employ*d ; _ 
Peage and Conteet be fought, and thoſe enjoy'd, 
Merit he priz'd though ?twere in rags enſhrin'd ; 
He look*t not on the Per/oz but the Mind. 

His Judgment was unbyalt, clear and ſtrong, 
His Converſation pleaſant, gay and young : 

But then his Mzrih was {till trom Folly free ; 
Take all profane from Wit, and that was he. - 
And as when Tygers range the Woods for prey, Pe. 


And chance to meet a Lyor 1n their way, 
Streight they forget their rage,and learn t? obey; 
So Atheous Men, though they blaſphem'd before, 
Aw'd with his Preſence, their vain talk forbore-:& Tc 
For Pzety was ſtill his conſtant Gueſt, | W 
And found its ſafeſt refuge in his Breaſt, (ſhew 

Such was his Life -- and now his Death we'll Or 
His Death, the greater wonder of the two ! 


For when the fatal pangs were drawing on, | Ar 
And the /a/t Sands were eager to be gone ; Be 
W hen all his Friends lay drowg'd in tears of gr: :f, | Ct 
Wiſhing, alas! but hopeleſs of relief ; + Fa 
Ev'n he alone his Chazge with Patience bore, Tr 
Like all the Changes of his Life before:  . I Yo 
No labouring ſound,no murmuring groan expreſt, | A. 
But dy'd as weary P;/grims go to relt. HA: 

O Pity, pity, fome more able Qui Ar 


Had not adorn'd this Theme with greater skill ; I} It 
That Fame to late Poſterity might tell, 
Few Men can live, but fewer « /o well, 


Ta 
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To the Memory of Mr: M. 


Peachley. 
2 £0 y 


Ome hither You who the fair Sex reproach, 
And baſely rail at what you cawt debauch, 
hat in looſe Satyy tell us of their Crimes, 
And fay they are the grievance of the Times; 
Come hither all, while, 1n ſad Funeral Verſe 
| Peachley's Immortal Vertues I reherſe, 


That you may ſee how very much you err, 
Repent, and learn how to be good by her. 
> M Ev'n in her Youth her early worth did ſhow'Y. 
: To what a vaſt proportion it wou'd grow, 
When Faith had taught her all ſhe was to 
, know; | l 
Il On whoſe ſtrong Wings ſhe oft to Heay*n wou'd 
flee, | | 
And by it find what ca, what cawnot be, 
Better than all their vain Ph:/oſophy. : 
2 | Charming her Form,and matchleſs was her Mind, 
At leaſt *rwas ſomething above Womankind: 
Trace her through all the Serzes of her Life, 
_ Þ Youl find her free from Envy, Hate and Strife > 
, | A Duteous Child, an! then a Vertuous Wife : 
'Þ A careful Mother next, and if we find 
Any regret.for dying touch'd her mind, $ 
It was to leave her Angel-Brood behind ; 


! 
| 
| 
And 


| 
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74 Funeral Elegies.— 
'And not the love of Life : O hapleſs young! 
The World's a Maze where/you will ſure go 
woup TE Ns 


Without the Clue of her InftruQtive tongue ; 

She wou'd have taught you when with carey 
1] PerpleNts i) cf; 17 3 | 

And loſt in this World, how to find the next : 

O how ſhall we enough her Worth commend ! 

So good a Chriſtian, and ſo true a Friend, 

She'd take Offence, but never wou'd offend! 


, Well read in Hiſtory, in Religion more ; 


And had a Heart which ne'r forgot the Poor. 
Mourn, mourn, ye Graces, mourn your Dar- 
-.. ling's fall, RR. 7 
The moſt exalted wonder of you all ! 
To whoſe kind Breaſt can you for refuge run, * 
Now ſhe that gave you life is dead and gone ? 


| A = Example ſtands, to let us ſee 


* {No pitch of Vertue from the Grave i free. 
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TO THE k 
Pious Memory of the Incomparabls 
My Wharton _ 


Damon. * Alexis. | 
Dams. Lexi, Why that Cloud upon your 
Brow * 


Has lovely Chloris lately broke her Vow, 

And the Rd Tydings reaclvt your Ears but now ? 
It muſt be ſo, that, ſure, muſt be the cauſe, - 
- That from your Eyes this bleeding delugedraws, 


Alex. Were it no more but a frail Nymph 
unkind, : 

- © It rather ſhou'd divert than wound my mind ; 

.* | Forhe that grieves when ſuch their Love eſtrange, 
As well may grieve becauſe the wind will change. 
No, Damon, no ; my Sorrows fetch their ſpring 
From a more ſad, a more important thing 2 | 

| ere 


od 


26. Funeral Elegies. 
Vere 


W all my Life to be one mourning Day, 
rcou'd my Heart diflolve in Tears away, 
"Tis yet a Tribute for our loſs too ſmall, ' 
Our Loſs, I call it, for it wounds us all ! 

C : A a V 


Dam. Still to your Tears you call a freſh ſupply, 
And ſtill, too, you conceal the reaſon why. 


' Alex. O1 Isit poſſible thou ſhould'ſt not know 


'The Fatal Cauſe that has unman'd me ſo, 

When Sorrow does triumph ofer all the Plain, 
And ſtrikes the coyeſt Nymph and dulleſt Swain ? 
Theſe beat their Breaſts, and Yother rend their 


\ hair, 
Fike Lovers that are wedded to deſpair : 
Not more cou'd be the cry,* if the laſt doom, 
The dreadful change of Timeand Place were come! 


. Dam. No longer in ſuſpence, then, let me ſtay, 
But tell, thar I may mourn as well as they. 


Alex. Take then, O Damon! take the work 
in brief, "EI 

The worſt ! for it admits of no relief ! 

Urania, Sweet Urania, juſtly fam'd, 

And never but with Adoration nam'd,- 

In whom were join'd each Vertue and each Grace, 

Theſe in her Mind, and t'other in her Face ; 

Urayia, 1n whoſe conduQt we did find = 

More than we cou'd expett in Womankigd 7 


Thy 


| 


1 


1 
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The happy Favorite of the mighty Nine, Fa 
WhoſeVerſe was ſtillemploy?d onThemesDivins;z 
Ev'n ſhe --- O Heavins fo wh 


Dam. I fear, --- but yet --- g0 on. | 


Abs. Then hear and burſt with grief --» ſhe's 
dead and gone! . WE; Whip! 


Alexis, prithee ſay that *tis not ſo : _. yp 


But, ſte! thy Eyes run o'er ! in them I view... 
The fatal news y'ave told me is too true! 


Dam. O killing Sentence! which Idy toknow ! 


- -P 
z 
: 4 


Alex. Too true indeed :--- whenT my thought 
mas; 2-7 "US 
Reflefting on the turns of Fate and Chance, 


How many Accidents difturb our reft,, 


How foon we loſe the braveſt and the beſt, : : - 
How they no more are priviledg'd from death 
Than ev'a the vileſt Inſe& that draws breath, 
Subjett to worlt of wrongs, oppreſt with care, - 
(Of which, Urania, thou haſt had thy ſhare) 
How ſwift, by Heav*ns inevitable doom, | 
They're ſnatch'd from hence and hurry'd to the 
'Fotnb, | = 
Leaving the wicked and the vain to waſt, ' 
And glut on Bleſſings they cou'd never taſt; 
I hardly can the Impious thought forbear, --- 2 


That Heaw'n of our concerns takes little care, 


Or that at leaſt, Tis ſomething too ſevere: 
Damh, 


7 'K Funeral Elegies. 


* Dam. Alexis, do not blame Divine Decree, 


And the ftri& Laws of #rong neceſſity ; 


For ſince erer nel Fuſtice cannot err, ED 
What that inflits we ſhou'd with patience bear : 
T need not tell you all muſt dy e're long. --- 


. Alex. True Dayoybutnot all dy while they're 
i. - -— young: | | 
As for the Aged let 'er paſs away, 

nd drop 1nto their Tenements of Clay, 

t does not trouble me ; for they muſt go, 
Muſt feel the ins He Death,. and ſhortly too; 
But then the Youthful, Healthy, Gay and Strong 
We may with Juſtice hope to live as long; 


And ſhe, you ried Brakes in. her lovely noon, 


(0 Heav'n! that things ſo fair ſhou'd fade f 
ſoon !) : 

Not half her Glaſs (Ah brittle Glaſs !) was run, 

Not half her natural term of years was done! 

Tis that =. | 


Dam, Alexis, moderate your grief ; 
"Tis in your power to give your {elf relief; 
Think her (as ſure ſhe is) among the bleſt, 
And has begun the Sabbath of her reſt ; 

Think ſhe is free from all that World of woe 
Under whoſe weight ſhe labour'd here below, 
And you will find more reaſon to be glad, ' 
Than thus to be immoderately ſad : | 
Repine not theng'Alexis, *tis not well ; --- 

Yet, ſince y*are on this ſubjeQ, prithee tell 
By what fad Fate the ſweet Urania fell. 


f Alex, 
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"lex. A mortal, but a lingerin Diſeaſe _ 51 
Upon the Spirits of her Life did ſeize; |, 


Her ftrength decreas'd, and every. fatal Day - 
Still took a part, till all was born away : we 
Pale, wan and meagre did her Cheeks appear, 
Though once a Spring of Roſes flouriſh't there:: 
fd Thus long ſhe lay with ſtrong Conyullions torn, 
Which yet were with a Saint-like patience born; 
Till nature ceaſing, rather forc't to ceaſe,. - ---- 
Gave her a painful, yet a kind releaſe. 
Go ſacred Nymph ! aſcend the ſpangled Sphere, 
For it has long wanted thy luſtre there! - 
Faithful and Toving to the laſt ſhe prov'd, . © 
And better did deſerye to be beloy'd : --- 

Here Co/oz IT cou'd --- ; 


ſo Dam. Mention not his Name, 


But let your ſubje& be the Matchleſs Dame. 


. 


1, 


- Alex. So many are her Vertues and ſo vaſt, 

And crowd upon my Memory ſo faſt, 

'Tis difficult on what part to begin, 

And *twill be hard to leave when. once I'm in. * 

Her Converſe was from all that Droſs refin'd 

That 'is ſo viſible in Womankind ; . 

So very mild, ſo fraught with Innocence, + 

I dare believe ſhe cou'd not give offence. 

By Praftice ſhe did Vertue's path commend, 

And honour'd all that were to worth a Friend : 

Her Ardour ſtill to Heav'nly thiggs, did ſhow 
She learnt to bean Angel here below ! 


ex, { = Gentle 
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Gentle to all, but to her ſelf auſtere, r 
Hardly a Day but was half ſpent in Prayer : 
"Tis Heav*ns Injun&tion we Thou'd pray: for tho 
That are our mortal and inveterate Foes ; 
Hard Leſſon ! hard to #s, ſo prone to err, 
But *twas a very eaſy one to_Her. 

Her Charity did every. where extend, 

_ (Fot ro'be poor was to make her a Friend. 
The Muſes of-ſpring all ſhe did excel, 
In the great Poez-Arz. of writing well,  _ 

Her charming ſtrains did pleaſe the niceſt Ear,. 
And ey'n the haughtieſt Swains were proud ti 


Bf STE ET ER" 


BR 4g” WS Yc 
Thirfis himfetftook notice of her Lays, - - bd 
And thought *em worthy his Celeſtial Praiſe ! - 


Ah {weet Urania ! of all Womankind, 
Where haſt thou left one like thy ſelf behind, IF0 
Unleſs the chaſt Mirana ? who but ſhe ? "He 


Thy, Vertuous Siſter ; For: in her we ſee, 4. Oc 
Thou deat departed Saint, how much w'ave lot} 1 
in Thee! : 727 6 Sy 


Dams, ByHeay'ns, Alexis,thou ſo well has ſhows We 
The Vertues of the Nymph for whom you mone;; Let 
In ſuch ſad numbers told the fatal. cauſe , . »YS< 
That from your Eyes this bleeding, Deluge draws j {T0 


I've exught it too, plung' in the ſame extreme,; An 
Nor bluſt 


to weep upon {o juſt a Theme! |; 
TE  UELS 7b ik \a i | ifs 4 (| 
Atex. Such piovs grief Heav'n cannot but. far- 
Ty give, kk Ss | | b 
That lets the YErtuous in our Memories live. --- | 


But, 
« 6 


oh 


: -._ v3 - , 


; Hat; ſee ! if now thou doſt ſome tears let fall, 


There goes a ſight that will engroſs *em all! _ 
The {weet Vrazia- (ah too rigid doom!) 
By I arguns Porn Ih bye eternal home ! , - -_ 
See with what mournfulPomp the Scene appears; 
The Swains all Speechleſs,and the Nymphs all tears : 
Inſtead of Flow'ry Wreath, withChapletscrown'd; 
Their Temples are with Fyneral-Cypreſs bound, 
T hough<lie} arefilent, yet their looks impart 
A laſting Anguiſh and a bleeding Heart! 

Ha! Damon! ſee! on the ſad Brere diſplay'd, 
Where all the Riches of the Earth is laid! 


BK You gh ! alas! you know you ſigh 1n vain, 


You'T never fnore behold her tread the Plain ! 


'ENo more you'l hear that ſoft harmonious voice; 


Which none yet Ever heard but did rejoice ! 
For.ever ceas'd areall her matchleſs lays! 


'YHeav'n has clos'd up the Volume of her days! 


0 Grief! that I can think on the chaſt Dame, ' 
* Thitk that ſhe's dead, and not become the ſame! 


| Day, Ceaſe, Dear Alexis, leſt it ſhou'd be ſed 


We fail'd in our laſt Office to the dead: 


Let's follow then the Movurxers gone before . 


E& cannot add to qur afflition more : - 


To ſee her laid in Duſt, that Boon we'll crave, 


 YAnd ſrew ſweet Flowers upon her honour'd Grave: 


G —_— 
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_ ALCANDER. |: 


Funeral Eclogue. Þ= 


Sacred to the Bu 


Memory of Sir. G. G. Baronet. || 
| i". _ Amvintor. | ” 
E Sun was ſet , and the obſequioy W 

Night | | 


Had nigh extinguiſh'c all remains of Light, - \ 
When poor Awiztor, with his head reclind, _ 
A penſive Vilage and a troubld Miad, 
His Flocks negle&ting, to the Grove retir'd, 
Alone, nor any Company delir'd ; | 
True Mourners ſtill the dark recefles crave, + 
Moſt pleas'd with thoſe that are moſt like tly 
- Grave. | : ot 
Doroz who all that day had mark't his grief, 
And filPd with hope to give him ſome relief, 
Follow'd the weeping Swain, who, ſeeing, ſpoke; 
But firſt he figh'd as if his Heart were broke. 


% 

* 
Am / - 
Ls 
; 
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| ali Fxiry -Methinks this lovely, gloomy 


Seems only. for deſpair ard ſorrow tmade : 

The cheerful Sun darts here no roſie beam; 

But all is fad and filent in extream ; 

The Melancholy place'deſerves a Melancholy 
. Theme! | | 

Let us, then, / talk of the uncertain State 

Of human Life and the ſwift turns of Fate; 

K For who on frail Mortality does truſt, 

K But limns the water, or bur writes im duſt. 


= Dor. Look through blue glaſs, and the whole 

| — profſpe&'s blue; | 

Þ Through ſorrow's Optick this retreat you view; 
And that does give it the ſame rtinQure too.: | 


| Ce#s, the chaſteit of the charming race, (Face: 
Y All Truth writ in her mind, all Beauty in her 
Not one of all the Shepherds of the Plain 


When Celia firſt you ſaw *twas in this place ; 


Thar fighd for the fair Maid,but _ in vain 
I She fill frown on, regardleſs of their pain: 
'F You only rind her Favour, and *twas hete 
'J Firſt the diſdainful Nymph vouchſaft an Ear; 


"© She heard you, fo much Wit and Truth were 


ſhown, | (own : 

"FE You melted her to Love, and made her all your 

| And till as lovingly the Myrtles twine, 

As if her ſnowy hands lay preſt in thine; © 

And all the Quire of Birds ſtood naute to hearf. 
her Voice divine. - "OY 


G 2 Tis 
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*Tis you then that are chang'd; and O! if what) 


My boading fears ſuggeſt I may relate, 
In your deſpairing looks I read AMlcander's{ 
wretched Fate ! | 2 | | 


Amin. ' Doron, you have it right, alas! *ris ſoy! 


He's gone where (ſoon or late) we all muſt go! 


C51: ver, whom we ever ſhall deplore, 

Fo: ever gone whom we did all adore, 

A: 1;:14r, dear Alcander 1s no more! _ 
No more ! O bitter word ! O hateful ſound ! 
W hat two-edg'd Sword can give a deeper wound! 
What Ponyard, Poiſon, what envenom'd Dart 
Can fihd a quicker paſſage to the heart? pore: 
They wound but one way, this through eve 
No more ! © bitter, hateful word, no more !. 


Dor. Amintor ceaſe --= but who can reprehend 
Thoſe Tears wept o'er the grave of ſuch a Friend! 
How many down death's ſteep Oblivion rowl, 
Thought on no more than if they*d had no Soul! 
Ill, ſure, they've liv'd, and met a wretched lot, 
That are ſo ſoon eternally forgot : 
It ſhows much worth, a generous heart and kind, 
W hen, gone » to leave ſorne mourning Friend 


ind. 


. Amin. If grieving for the dead, in ought ſﬆ 
_ forth | | 

Their private Vertue, or their publick worth, | 

It, both ways, does ſufficiently proclaim 

Alcander's Bounty, Friendſhip, Love and Face: 


& + -% 


& © | or ' 
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\ | For O! who ever touch't Death's fatal fhore, 
{( | Of all the Millions that are gone before, - 
2 Whoſe dearconverſe was miſt, or mourn'd org 
© more: {f; 
'R in me, O Doro / read (and you may ſee 
E His loſs in no ſmall meaſure touches me) es 
How all his Friends (and no one Man had more) 
' Lament his abſence, and his loſs deplore ! | 
With Grief tranſported ,, Grief that. knows no 
' bound, | 
They fall extended on the rigid ground, 
*MExpoſtulating with relentleſs Fate, + 
| BE That deals fo hardly by the good and great, 
«{Diſdaining to give reſpit to their mone ; x 


But, -with a joint conſent, all ſigh and groan, C 
All weep for poor Alcazder, dead and gone | JS} 


nc Dor.. How can it chuſe but move the hardeſt 
4 - heart, - | Pers ' e500 
ES To think that:Honour, Piety, Deſert, | 


1l!ſfAre moſt obnoxious to the fate! Dare ? 


Amin. Frequent Examples we may daily view, 
148 That what yave ſaid, O Doroz, is too true! 
<0 For O! to my Confuſion, now I find | 
_ "N Death makes diſtin@ion,takes the juſt and kind, 

And nought but Knave and Coxcomb' leaves”; - 
(ll. behind: - Ed 383 | 
And they live on the time that nature gave, : 


y 


Till, tir'd-with Life, no longer time they'crave, 6. 
< 


| And upon Crutches creep into the grave: 


IE, 
Por © G 3 But 
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Fheir roſie morning ſoon eclipg&d. in mght, 
'That was ſa cheerful, vigarous and bright ! 
And O! ſince once we muſt reſign our breath, 
Since once w'aredoom'd to feel thefting of death, 
Wou'd I his fate4 Minute bad ples "Mo | 
'F barb ougye ftill hava liv'd, L willingly ſhou'd 
2 MJ. .: - VE CEE NA... 
Na leſs b _ cou'd on the publick fall; 
His loſs does for the publick ſorrow call, ( 
And wilhy ſurely heard; and ſurely mourn'd(* 
all! | 
To ac his Country {till his care did tend, 
'That with is Sword and Council to defend ; 
No Man was ever more his Country's Friend ! 
Bnt he is gone, he's gone ! and let us mourn, + 
Goneto the Grave, and never muſt return! 
- Tathe dark Grave, to the wide y ſhade, 
Where, undiftinguiſÞ't, good and bad are hid ! 
O Eyes! run o'er, and take of Grief your fill, 
Let every 'Tear be {harp enough to kill ! iþ 
Let ev'ry groan come from my Heart, and ſhow 
*Tis torg with the Convulſive Pangs of woe | 
O Cheeks | henceforth no ſanguine Calour com 
Jo open view, but pale uſurp the ragm, | 
Such a true pale as all the World may know, | 


- But ſuch as'dear Mconder foon take flight, : 


- 
# 


Such a true pale as may diftinaly ſhow! 
The m_ aye from whence the ſad effet# does 
Let from my Lips the livid tincture fly, | 
Like Ev ging Rays before a gloamy Sky, 


And NJ 


| And a dark aſhy hew throughout be ſpread, 
8 Dusk't aver like the viſage of the dead ! 
| Yet when all theſe with one joint mind condole, 
| To ſhaw how great my grief is in the whole, 
t;8 They'll yet Want pow'r to paint the anguiſh of(. 
my Soul! : Btt ©, 


| Dor. When I juſt now- your forrow did com- 
' mend, CLE# | 

I did not mean a ſarrow without end; | 

The dead claim nothing but our preſent grief, * 

While Natere does exert her power in chief; C 

For they that dy well give us this relief ; 


They're free from Horror, Sorrow, Pain and Care, 
Envy, Diſgrace, Reſentment and Deſpair, 
BE With all the num'rous Catalogue of ills | 
| That Plague us here,and crowd the Weekly Bulls, 
, | For fpite of all that's urg'd in Life's defence, 
| And all the Pleaſures that depend on ſenſe, 
8 There's no true Pleaſure till we go from hence. 
- | Beſide, what is more vain than to lament 
wi Immoderately for what we can't prevent ? 
- | Not all our ſighs, our Tears, though ner 19 
ne great, 
| 2 nog ſpent at never fo profuſe a rate, 
Can change th* unalterable Doom of Fate ; 
We muſt re{ign when Heav'n does give the'ca//; 
{| Cedars where that does lay the-_4x, mult fall. 


'|. C4nis. That all muſt dy is true, beyond de- 

| bate, | 
But ſome may dy too ſoon, and ſome too late: 
m_ G 4 When 


- 
" 
- 
Py 
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When good men leave'us, what ere term you uſe; 


'Though Heav'n may'gain,' we wretched Mortals | - 


{ + Iſle | IAS |. 

There brighteſt Spirits but ſmall luſtre add, . 
Here'they ſhine our, and wou'd direQt the bad; : 
Like 1/7aePs Guide, in a Corporeal. ſhroud, -. 

By night our P:{lar, and by day our Closd. 
How many are there, Infamous to name, - .. 
That ſtrive to ſet the Nation in a flame; 
Blood their delighr, and Civil rife their aim?) 
He wiſely ſaw which way the ſtream wou'd force, 
And rais'd the Banks to ſtop it's violent courſe. ' 
O never let the Muſe forget his Name ! --* 

But lift it high, and give it laſting Fame; | 
Deſcribe his Aftions, which claim vaſt efteem, | 
For, ſure, there ne'r was a more copious Theme! 


Dor. * That task does properly belong to you 


- * You beſt can be to his high: merit true: 


« He was your Friend; I oft have heard you tell, 

« Fond Mother's ſcarce love their fr/t-boxn {6 
well. TO © yo ; F. - lead i 

You then that knew him , and have skill in 
Song, | - 2 

Proclaim his Vertues, or you do him. wrong. 


« Amin. © My Oaten-Reed no lofty Notes can 
\ raiſe, oy 5 00-105; <j 
« And lofty Notes alone can reach his praiſe : 
-< Yet, though Pm ſhort in power, accept the will, 
« And let my Love atone my want of kill. 


Der. 
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Nor valu'd Lite loſt in a Caſe to good. . 


Enneral Elegres:. 
* Dor. * Be ſtill ye Winds, let not the gentleſt 
threes?! #2 1” © 1.: CDrons 3 


« With winding Labrinth, murmur through che 


« Ey.n Philowel thy charming grief forbear, -J 
«/Thow'ſt long pleas'd us, now lend thy ſelf an(! 


«Let all below, above, and all around us hear! \ 
© While infad ſtrains Amrtor does relate 
& Alcander's glorious Lite, and wretched Fate! | 


Amin. Thow'ſt heard, O Doroz! of our fatal 
-- 'Brolls, | | "OR 
Our harraſt Country, and inteſtine toyls ; 
How the proud SubjeCt, in a curſed hour, 
Aſſum'd the ſacred Reins of Sovereign Power » 
By unjuſt force a num'rous Hoſt was raisd, 
The Patriots of Rebellion lov'd and prais'd : 
Enthuſiaſm, Schiſm, Spite and Rage, _ 
And all the Agents of a Barbarous Age _ 
Broke looſe at once, and levePd at the Crown; 
Toraiſe themſelves by pulling Juſtice down :* .. 
"Twas for our Sins, which now took general 
* Birth, | | A 
Th Almighty pour*d his V:o/s on the Earth : . 
May we no more ſuch deſolation'find! 
But. *more deſerve, and Heay?n will be more kind. 
Here: brave Alcazader, 'on this bloody Stage, 
Found work r employ his Vertue and his Rage :; 
And, that his Loyalty might firſt be tryd, 
He took the Royal, and the Suffering ſide. 
Tn all Attempts ftill prodigal of blood, 


Where 


Dd _ :”.”; a Elevies. 
ee loys | 
'Through,like a Storm, forc't his impetuous way, 
| Let Edge bills Fatal Field his worth declare, 
. Sncceſs in ConduQ, and his Name in War ; 


His Father, Uncles, and his Brothers fought: 
O Loyal Family | O Ancient Name! 
'The ſound repeated fills the blaſt of Fame! 

'The Royal Merrr ſaw, and had regard, . - 
Saw his vaſt worth, and gave him due reward. 
Bur ah ! in vain he fought, in vain fought all, 
For Heav*n decreed the pies Prince ſhou'd fall ; 
In vainall means were try'd, Art, ConduQ,Force, 
Were all too weak to ftop the Torrent's courſe ;: 
Down felt the Banks, the Deluge enter'd faft, 
Till al was loft, ail over-whelnyvd at laft! 
Thus Bod and Uſarpation rais'd their head : + 
And with the reft our brave Alcander fled, © 
To ſee what pity ftrange Lands wou'd afford, + 
And mourn'd in Exile for his murder'd Lord, | 
Nor faw one happy moment till he ſaw his race 
' reſtord: | 
Here was a ſhort amends for all his pain, 
For a whole Family of Hero's ſlain. 


ey 


Took't on. his wrongs, advanc*t him into truſt 
And never was a Subjeft known more juft | 
But who, alas ! can long a Favourite be ? 

Or ride ſafe in the Courts inconſtant Sea ? 

A Sea, indeed, where few rough Tempetts blow,) 
' But num'rousRocks andQuickſands lurk low; 
And make vain all the Care a P:/ot can beſtow ” | 
- = 4 F w a, a - . of 


Nor only He, but there, with Conrage fraught, 


Th auſpicious Prince, return'd, benign, rat þ 
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For Life no certain Station can afford, eg, 
And Ewvy wounds much deeper than the Suord, 


Dor. The wiſeſt and the braveſt ner cou'd be 

ow: the vile Tongues of black Detraftors free 3 ; 
Vertues, as they mount theSky, 

ro rs watch and ſhoot *em as they fly. 

As the repuning Light expels the dark, 

And points the Archer out his certain mark, DHS! 

So good men, by their radiant Afts made bright, 

Startd bur a. fairer Burt for rage and ſpire. " 

A Prince's favour dangerous glories bring ; 

In every Male-conteat it puts a ſting ; MW - 

ſuch nel 1s tp ; debas'd, 'F 
oes unprais 

Sil = more hated as Fe. higher ras: Kh } 

Kings fee not this ; for it is berd to ſee 

Through the nice ſubtile Vail of Flattery ; 

atiom wears an airy ſcreen, 

And, like a Derry, does walk unſeen: | 

When the. (owt Pareſite does thus prevail, . 


Bear all before him with a ſmiling pale, 

The Worthy, Honeſt, Loyal Man muſt fail, 
Pxposd to black Aſperfions, hate, 
And oft muſt ftoop toan Inglorious Fate, 
Of this hard Fruth kt nao. ET" ord tell, 


He, who-when all cry'd _ ! Juſtice! without 


Juſtice fell. 


Amin. Darkn'd a while, butnot quite overcaſt, 
Twas but a i m__ and ſoon was paſt : 


Alean- 
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Alcander's Vertue was too bright to ly: © 

Lang ſhrouded under odious Calumany, 

But, like the Sun, for a ſhort time retir'd _ 

Behind a Cloud, broke out, and was admur'd. 
nd let me here to their Confuſion tell, (well. 
heir laſting ſhame that ought to've. us'd him. 

(An honour ne'r conferr'd bur on the brave) = 

He bore his Prince's fayour to-his grave ; 


Firm in his grace he food and high Eſteem ; | ,. 


d here again renews the mournful Theme!  * 
hen glory ſeem'd to court him with her ſmiles, 
And give him;peace after an: Age of Toils;, 
When all around him *rwas ſerene and bright, 
oo promisd-a long Jubilee of light, 
Then ! _ his Eyes to cloſe in Death's eternal 
C- | might$:47 55" 
And, which does yet for much more ſorrow call, 


By a mean accident ignobly fall : 


Not 1n the Field, where ſterling honour's ſought, 
And where,with blood,he had that honour bought; 
Not 1n his King's and his dear Country's cauſe, 
Deſtroying tha that wou'd ſubvert the Laws; 
But, God's! by ſuch a chance,as well does ſhow) 
How little to that trifle Life we owe, C 
How tranſitory the beſt gift below ! 
Not worth one half, we, to preſerve it, pay, 
That is,in ſpite of all our care, ſo quickly ſnatch's 
away! | 

O Lite ! O nothing! for yare both the ſame, 

r, if you differ, *tis but in the name: . ' 

T3s equal to be what we zothing call, 

As to be ſure we ſhall to nothing fall. PF 


oY: yg. 
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Add to all this his firm, unſhaken mind, © *>, 
To the fixt Pole of G/oxy ſtill inclind © © 
A Carriage graceful and a Wit ſublime, © - 
A Friendſhip not to-beimpair'd by Time 5 _ 
A Soul ſedate, with no misfortune mov'd, : : 
And no:Man was with more misfortune proy'd. 
Death he ne'r fear'd in its moſt ghaſtly form, . 
In Slaughter, Blood, and Cities took by ftorm :- © 
Now he careſs'd him with a cheerful brow ; 
Welcome at all times, but moſt welcome now ! 
O had you heard him, ere he did reſign, 6; 
With how much Zeal he talkt of things divine, 
You wou'd have thought, ſo ſweet his dying 

Tongue, "£0 
While he diſcoursd deſcending Angels ſung ; 
Waiting his better part with them to bear.; . 
Which now, let looſe, through the vaſt trat(' 

of Air, C7 
PierC't like a Sun-beam to its native ſphere. 


Dor. There let him reſt; --and let the thought, 
_. mmy Friend, = 
That he is happy thy Complaints ſuſpend --- 
But _ 'tis time, we now fhou'd homeward 
* ſteer; | 
And, to be plain, *tis but cold comfort here. 
The mold is damp, the wind perverſely blows ; 
And Night, far ſpent,- invites us-to w—? 
Come, let me raile thee by the Friendly Arm *--- 
What? ſtill in Tears ? and has my Yoice no 
charm ? 


Amin. 


——— 


' Amin. '\cs, I will go, but chink not of repoſe; 
My heart's too full to let my Ryelids cloſe : 
No cheerful thought ſhall in my Breaſt find room; 
But Death and Man's inevitable doom: 
Nor Reft will I invoke, unleſs it be | 
That Reſt that ſhakes off dull Mortality ; 
Whea following him thatis paſt on before; 
I lay me Jens t0 _ and wake no mote. 
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Fleerwood Sheppard, Eſq; 


'SI R, 

15. not bere the Servile path purſue, 

By dog what maſt Dedicators do; 
Lay out their Patron's Yertues-on a Stall, 
Like Pedlar's Ware, to pleaſe the Crowd withal; 
And be deſpis'd by the \ Tudicimes Eye, 
Which does but look and loath,and paſs regardleſs by. 
Jour Merit ſpeaks it ſelf ; a Poge's care, 
bn lofty praiſe, wou'd be ſuper fludg there. 
What need that Man in a Fool s Col be ſhown 
That hath one very graceful of his ons ? 
Iwave that Subje& then, your generous mind ; 
Wt, Judgment, Converſe, and what elſe we find» 
So boy d, admir'd, and courted by Mankind ; 
und humbly at your Feet this worthleſs Tribute lay ; 
lowe you much, and bluſh Tcan ſo little pay. 


I 3, Sir, 
| Your much Obliged Servant, 


R. Gould. 
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Advertſement. 


O R the Readers clearer underſtanding , 1 avs 
" to inform him, that the word [Beaux-Eſprits] 
as here ug d, has no relation to the Beaux-Eſprits, or 
Vertuoſi of France ; but means barely what the word 
in that Language imports in its ſimple ſignification ; 
which ts, fine, good, or true Wits : The Poem being 
written to aSociety of Ingenious Gentlemen,whom the 
World has honour'd with that Diſtintion. Not but 
BB they might, without Arrogance, have aſſunwd to them- 
ſelves that Title, as being Men whoſe charming Cons 
verſations have render d 'em the delight andOrnament 
of the Age ; it being thought no ſmall Honour ,ev'n by + 
the moſt p Tabor ft, to be admitted of therr Num- 
ber. What more relates to 'em follows in the Poem; 
which, though it does not particularize their Endow- 
ments, may ſerve to let the World ſee how ſublime a 
piece a better hand wowd have made upon the ſubject, 
But for my Inſufficiency, T beg their Pardon : this be- 
ing my firſt Eſſay in Pindarick, and likely to be the 
laſt, ſince nothing that can, or, at leaſt, has of late 
been writ in this kind, is comparable to what that Ad- 
mirable Poet has done, who firſt retriev'd and made 
this ſtately way of writing familiar to us ; and in- 
deed has perform'd ſo much, as cuts off all hope of like 
ſucceſs to any that now do, or ſhall (I propheſie) 
H 2 hereafter 
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hereafter attempt"it : for though he has imitated Pin- 


dar without the danger that Horace prefag d ſhou'd 
befal the Man ſhou'd dare to do it 5 tis vain for us 


(without the ſame portion of Genius) t0 mount that 
unruly Steed, whoſe guidance requird evn all the 
ſtrength and Skill of ſo great and ſo celebrated an 
Author. | 


$ 
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Some happy, lofty Theme, - 
That does their Hero's worth immortal make, 
And fix it in the foremoſt rank of Fame ; 
So firm, ?tis hard to fay if Fate 
- Or that wull bear the longer date ; 
It they invoke ſome on to be 
Propitious, and inf 
Life, Spirit, Warmth and Vigour in the Muſe, 


H 3 That + 


G6) 
bs Poets when they undertake 
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That through the whole may brightly ſhine, 
And ſhew they're guided by a hand Divine ; 
What Power, what Deity | 

(Tou learr'd Society !) 
Muſt þe iivek't by me?” + 
Tis Lox, great Souls, *tis Tow, 


Whole Fame I ſing; nmft aid me too : 


If your afliſtance does my labours bleſs, 
>T'were vain to doubt fuccefs: 

For while I write to Men, 
Themſelves ſuch Mafters of the Pen; 
Solid, Judicious, We, 

That ſearch the dark retrears where errovr lics, 
And pluck off the Diſguiſe ; = 
While ſuch'Tpraife, ſhame, if not skill, 
Will my deſire fulfit; 

"Tis hard on ſuch a Swbje# to write ill. 


(2:) 
No tedious ways y'*ave taken, no Meander's trac'd; 
Well knowing, they 
That will be ob{tinate and go aſtray, 
And leave the caſte for a rugged way, 
Are but the more remarkably disgrac't : 
As ſordid (hymiſts with much toyl and pain, 
Labour of Body and of Brain, 
Wear out their wretched days 
In folid Poverty and empty praiſe; 
And all to find (fuch Nozions do they flart) 
What neither 1s in Natere nor in Are. 


In 
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In vain they ſtrive that paſsleſs Rock t' explore, 
Where they have ſeen ſo many ſplit before, _ 
And loft on that Inhofpitable ſhore. - 
_ Caſtles they ſtill build in the Air; 
Rapt with: the Bliſs | 
They ſhall poſſeſs Z | 
In their »ew Golaen Worlds,the Lord knows where! 
But after all, we ſee | 
(In ſpite of their ſtupidity) as ha: 
When their whole Life is in expeQance paſt, 
Drill'd on by Hope, and flatter*d to the laſt ; 
Inſtead of the fann'd Sroze of which they're proud, 
That Geugaw in whoſe praiſe they've been fo loud, . 
Meet the Reſemblance only and an empry Cloud. 


£{ ” 
No; You have better fix't your aim, 
And, to the Honour of your Name, 
Acquir'd a juſt and laſting Fame : 
« When firſt you did your Forces join, 
* When firſt you did your tmingl'd luſtre twine 
< In that bright Orb where now you ſhine, 
- © The Envious muſt confeſs, . (no lels. 
* Thoughgreat the Praiſe we gave,youdiddeſerve 
When *twas your Pleaſure to enrol 
In your fam'd Lift ſome worthy Soul, 
With one joint Mind and Voice: 
You made the generous Choice ; 
For whom one Recommended, all the reſt 
A like eſteem expreſt, 
_ And ſhot their Friendly Souls into his Breaſt 


H 4 Which 
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Yet you ſtop not, but ſtill aſpire ; 
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"Which proves the Boay's purity, 


From Faftious and Self-Intereſt-Members free; | 


No whiffling Fops you did admit, 
Retaylers: 15 the 'Trade-of Wit ; 
No Farce-Companions, that, with awkard Miene, 


Court every Punk they meet, and. every where | 


:;-argicen';--- = 
No ſordid Scriblers, whoſe unlicens'd Rhimes 
' Add to our growing Crimes, 
Andi will; I fear, pluck down a Judgment on th 
. Times : 
_ This fry was ſcarw'd ; ---- to none 
; Was the great Favour ſhown, 


” 


But who brought equal merit of their own ; 


. Such as were worthy and believ'd 
The Honour Worthy they receiv*d : 
That loath'd the crying Follies of the Age, | 
And the lewd Scenes of the declining Stage ; 
The Coward's calmneſs and. the Bully's rage, 
The Stateſman's Quibbles and the Lawyer's wiles, 


- The Souldier'sbrags and the falle fair One's ſmiles, 
. The Spark's gay dreſs that ſets up for a Beau; 


Withall that think they're Wiſe and are not ſo: 
-- Theſe were the Ger, theſe the Soul ; | 
And ſuch as theſe compole the whole, | 


GG) | 
Thus conſtituted,your bright Progreſs you began; 
Short 1s the time and far the ſpace y*ave ran |! 
For to that pitch of glory y/are arriv'd, . 

: "As all the foremott Arts admire ; 


Unlike 


OS 
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j Valike the Greſhamites, who bave their Fame 


ſurviv'd, C5) | 

Youare the more reverdas you grow longer liv'd; 

You make it not your buſgnels to pry '' 

Into the dark-wrought Snares of Policy, 

-. Made Intricate by Jugling Elves, | 

 Andisa Maze to loſe themſelves : 

Ne'r vex, or wonder at the turns of State: 

That makes ſo many Knaves and Coxcombs great, 
Does upſtart Myſbroms raiſe = Id 
Till they, like Meteors, blaze, 

And make theLaviſh Poers wanton in their praiſe; 
This tiles 'em Noble and this Juſt, (truſt, 

And tells. how well they have diſcharg'd their 
Though they rais'd all their ſtore, | 

By peeling of the publick and the poor, 

As by Eſtates,ſoon got, w'are ſure they muſt. 

| Another does their E/oquerce approve, 

As-if their Tongues dropt from above, 
And ſwear, like Orpheus's Harp, they make'the 
Foreſts move : | qo 
Yet to the man that nicely marks, 
A Dog keeps more Coherence when he barks : 
Thus they flouriſh ; -- but anon 
The ftorm of Fate comes on, 

They're prov*dfalſe Metal,and they muſt be gone ; 
And that which now appear'd ſo bright, | 

Has in a moment loſt its glaring light, | 

Eclips'd by black reproach and everlaſting night. 


(5-) Nor 
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5.) ; 
Nor is your time mis-ſpent in P archment-Jar, 


The Helliſh Buſtle af the Bay, (War; 
Where the loud 7ough-lung'd Tribe wape an eternal 
A War while there; -- high words are rais'd, 


Their Pedigree and Yertnes blaz'd : 
That 1s the Iſſue of a firſt-rate Clown, 


.- Fhat wore his Leathern-Breeches up to Town; 


This is a Pimp to Caſes, ſuch a Chear, 


He'd pawn his Soul for a* five-ſhilling Treat : 
'This has a Conſcience ſteePd, afid this a Face of 


: Braſs, 
And he that looks ſo gravely is an 4/s : 
Yet when they next meet they agree, 
(Litigious Treachery !) 
Conſult afreſh to raiſe their C/ezxt's ſtrife, 
And make it laſt as long as life : 
Yet they well know the Law was meant, 
What's wrongful to redreſs, 
To free the Poor and Innocent, 
And make their {uffrings leſs. _ 
How cou'd Gyays-Inn, or how the Temple riſe, 
(Such pompous Piles as e'n otitbrave the Skies, 
And ſeem a dwelling fit for Dezrzes ;) 
If all the Caſh, which ſuch a charge ſuſtain'd, 
Had Righteouſly been gain'd ? 
Let Lanyers then talk what they pleaſe, 
Banter, Buz, and ly for Fees, 
We ſee which way they draw ; 


And 
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And ſafely may aſſert, | 
(And. all unprejudic't will take' our part) 


ENo man can be a thorough Kyave that's not bred 


to the Law.) | 


6.) 
But as you ſhun atid hate 
Thele (atterpillars of the State, - 
That ravage on the Spring juſt as they pleaſd, 
And leave-the Barren after-crop to other Sciences ; 

So you laugh too at thoſe Do 

(For they deſerve not pity but your fcorn) 
That madly run into the dang?rots Nooſe, 

And painful Bondage before freedom chuſe -=- 

But Aſſes are for ſlavery born : 

Such Bruits ! They wou'd let all the poor 

Rot and periſh at the door, ' 

Ere they'd relieve%em with a fingle Mzze ; 

Yet waſt Eſtates to propagate thetr ſpite : 

Wou'd give a Mi//ton, without grutch, 

To Pettifoggers, Rooks and ſuch, (much : 
Juſt for the dear delight to make another ſpend as 
RefleCting not what will, at laſt, befal, 

Or who ſtands waiting by to {weep vp all. 

At the Groow-Portey's, ſo, 

I've ſeen the Fops impatient for the throw, 

Wir there three hands and pay, 

But leave not off their play, 

Till, between what was won and loft, 

Fortune from one to t'other toſt, 

Wiſe Nel has half the Caſh engroſs'd ; 


Still 
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Still they puſh on, nor mind th' impendent ill, 
'The Parſe will empty as the Box does fill. 
- And ſo too have Iread | bo 
In living lines, though the fam'd Author's dead: 
The Frog and Mouſe were once at mortal ſtrife, 
And each in equal hazard of his life ; 
The Kzrte who jaw the vain conteſt, 
(And, by the way, _- | 
Lawyers, like them, are Birds of prey) 
. Togive a warning to the reſt, | 
And make their ſenſeleſs fewd a jeſt, 
Devours 'em both, ends the diſpute, 


Dull Souls ! whom ſuch Examples can't confute, 


on 


: + + On v 
Ner ſtop you here ; the YVelvet-Quack 
That wears a Leaſh of Lives upon his back, 
Feels your Reſentment like the reſt, 
For him alike diſguſt expreſs'r : 
Nor does the grave Diſguiſe 
(Which he afte&ts to make us think he's wiſe) 
Preſerve him from the Notion of a Cheat, 
That grows by purging, and by poy$ning great: 
How negligent they are we lee, 

And careful of our Lives what need they be, 
That both ways, live or dy, will have their Fee! 
By IndireCtion thus they raiſe their ſtore ; 
Keep their gay Lacquey, Coach and Whore, 

And Fops of Quality can do no more. 
As for Religion, what they have, they feign, 
'Tis not conſiſtent with zheir way of gain, 
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Twou'd make *em charitable paths purſue, 
Which they that w:/ be rich can never do. 

Their Spawn, 'Th' Apothecary, too, | 
Who Leech-like cleave to the poor Patient cloſe, 
And ſuck their Parſes full &re they break looſe, 
With their damn'd, long, unconſcionable Bz/ls, 
Bring in as many Pounds as they deliver Pills - 
Thus Fools, with ViU/ains willfully complying, 
Are made to pay for dying : | 

Nay ſome leave *em large Legacies by Will, 

— in Death, admire their Myurdrer”s 

Skill. 


(s.) 
Unhappy, fooliſh, wilful Man, 
Prepoſterous ! from thy ſelf thy Woes began : 
Of all created things none are ſo curſt as Thee, 
So curſt by their Simplicity : _. | 
The Feather'd and four-footed kind, 
| Without thoſe helps we boaſt to find, 
Endure Heav*n's wrath, Exceſſive heat and cold, 
Yet grow, according to their Natures, old ; 
Nor are among themſelves at ſtrife, 
How to abridge the little ſpan of Life, 
Which of it ſelf, alas ! is quickly gone, 
And flies too faſt to be puſh't faſter on : 
But May, vain Mazx has found a thouſand Keys 
To open that oze Lock that ends bisDays ; 
Or if Sword, Fire, the Plague and Tempe#t fail, 
They're not Phyſician-proof, he'll certainly prevail. 


O 
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 O for a WeſternWind that may | 
- To the Rea-Sea theſe num'rous Locuſts bear, 
A greater Curſe than thoſe of Egypt were : 
They but a while brought Deſolation ; 
But theſe are fixta ſtanding Plague to ſcourge thy 
' finful Nation. | +18 


) 
Nor leſs do you Jeſpike 
The dull _{#rologer's Abſurdities, 
That through their Teleſcopes pore on the Skies, 
- - To calculate Nativitres, | | 
And find out Fools and Women's Deſtintes - 
When ſuch a one may *ſcape being hang'd, 
drown'd; (found ; -- 
When Spirits walk , where 'Treaſure may bt 
' At Peru, under ground. 
When Comets hang in Air, 
With ſwinging Tas and blazing Hair, 
To what part of the World they threaten Plagu 
and War. ” 
What all our ſenſeleſs Dreams import 
(Dreſt in a thouſand various ſhapes, 
Centaures, Chimara's, Bulls and Apes) 
When Fancy is diſpos'd her Airyſhip to ſport. 
And thus, with their zwelve Houſes, and their 
Schemes, | 
Runinto mare Ridiculous Extremes, 
Than Poezs, Fools and Madmez 1n their Dreams: 
How can Arnother's Fate by him be known 
That's Ignorant of his Owns ? 


) 


Or 
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| Or how reveal th. Intriegues of Fraxce and Rome, 
.- | That knows not when a Parliament will be call'd 
; here at home? | | 
Can thoſe into Fate's dark Receſles ſee, 
F And find what is to be, , 

That ſhall forget (to prove how far they ſtray) 

| What their 9wg {elves did Yeſterday ? | 
To tell what is to come how dare they boaſt, 
That _ aa the ſlighteſt Image memory 

as loſt 


(10. 


In the ſame File with theſe you do 


off The Yirtuoſi place ; (Grace : 
..j Though, to Ipeak truth, they don't deſerve that 
tl Whos it that can ſee 


Their Magazins of Trumpery, 
And how prepoſterouſly they're all employ'd, 
And not, at the firſt view, be cloy'd ? 
2 ' Here one, that thanks he 1s no Aſs --- 
| (And *tis but thought --- but let it paſs) 
\ Has in his Magnifying Glaſs 
Stuck up a Crab-louſe, and does pry 
Upon't with ſuch a heedful Eye, 
You'd ſwear ſome horrid Prodigy, 
er Or a zew World were juſt upon Diſcovery ; 
Yet all the while ſhall have no other aim, 
Than juſt to ſee, as ris divulg'd by Fame, 
15:0 If it be like the F; that bears that name : 
| Then into their ExtraQtion they enquire, 
And prove 'em (onſin Germans, it not nigher. 


9]) KR | | Another 
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- Another does to Montpelier repair, 
- -'Fo bring home bortPad Air ; 
Extremely good to let looſe here, 
A Pint enough to purify a Sh:#e. =o 
A third will ſend for Water from the Rhize, 
, Only to make compariſon berween (light, 

The Thames and that, which of the two's moſt 
Or which will freeze the thickeſt in a night; 
+. Others aver, - the Mzres in Cheeſe 

Like in a Monarchy, like Bees, 
Have civil Laws and Magiſtrates, 
Their Rz/e, their Periods and Fates, 

Like other Human Powers and States; 
And, by a ſtrange, peculiar Art, _ 
-. Can hear *em ſneeze, diſcourſe and fart * 
Theſe Men by right ſhou'd be' 4/5-rrologers, 
And hold Acquaintance with the Stars, 

Happy for doubting Man *twou'd be _* 

For they that have ſuch Ears, what is't they may 

not ſee ? 


(11.) 

Nay ev'n Philoſophy is not exempt 

From meriting contempt : 

Tis true, it's Excellencies are 

Above all other Learning far; 

That but a Glow-worm,this a Star ; 
Yet *tis not wholly priviledg'd from Fau'ts, 
And thoſe employ my preſent thoughts. 
How many wild Opinions have took Birth 
From Man ? that lumpiſh Son of Earth 


That 
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| That blindly groaps on in the dark : 


ht, 
oft 


'-For all their works expreſs, 4 (9 2 
"The beſt of*em but ſpoke by gueſs, (mark: 
No wonder they ſhoot wide that cannot fee the 
Here oze, the firſt and wiſeſt, did not know 
But that this 4// was always as *ris now, 
And did on it's Power depend, 
As Self-Exiſtent, and wou'd never end. 


| Another (as if juſt waKk'd from a Trance, 


And ſeen the Atoms 1n their Antick Dance ; _ 
Thoſe 4/oms,which he ſays,allſorts of Union paſt; 


| Leap't into Form, and made a Worll at laſt) 


«D- 


Aﬀerts *twill periſh, as it came, by chance, 
A third the Earth is fixt, and all above, 
GS, Moon and Stars for ever round it move. 
| Others call this in doubt, - 
. And ſay the Earth is whirl'd about, 
By a F:ger and a Thumb at firit ſet up, - 
And ſpun-e*r ſince juſt like a School-boy's Top, 

While the ſuperiour Orbs of light | 

Stand gazing on, and wonder at the fight, 
Some, that the Moox's a World, and add withaf 
This Globe on which we tread, this pod rows Ball, 
(A fine task to diſcuſs !) 

Is but x Movoz to that, as that to us. 


(12.) 


As ConttadiQtory are all 


+ Their Notzoxs of the Soul ; 


'The more w? unravel w? are the leſs reſolv'd : 
_ | , 


' $o hard, ſ@difficultly ſolv'd, 


nd with ſo many wild perplexities involv'd, 
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So a benighted Traveller that ſtrays, (ways, 
And comes to have, at once, his choice of many 
(For what is human Wiſdom but aMaze ?) 
Stands reaſoning with himſelf and doubtful long 
Choſes, and wanders further in the wrong. 

Quite as abſtruſe is what they ſay 

Of Mankind's fizal gooa, 

As little underſtood ; 7 
Here, one does place it, and another, here, 
And all the while, alas! they graſp /but Air ; 
For certain happineſs we ner can =_ *Y 
A Jewel *tis too glorious to be worn below. 
How ſenſeleſs and how vain a thing is Man ? 

Thar, with his little ſpan, ONE! 
Pretends the height and depth, and breadth &f 

Providence to ican ! 001 
Attempts to graſp whole Nature in his hand, 


Whoſe /madleſt part he ner can underſtand ! 


From heace my Muſe, with conicious awg, 
retires, 


© Andall ſhe cannot comprehend, admires. 


(x3. —_ 
Pardon me, gezerow: Sous i have digrelſs't too long, 
But my Digrefſion has not done you wrong ; 
For while I ſhow the Follies you deſpiſe, 
The Lyoz's Skin that you pluck off, and find 
What ſordid Creature lurks behand ; 


While this T tell, Impartial Men will gacſs, 


By the degenerate Paths you thug, 


In what noble track you run, 
- And by the Vice you hate,che Virtues you poles; 
| , Your 


YS, 
Ny 


'B 


is 
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Your Virtues; which, by me; 

If you aſſiſt; ſhall be  i- ; 
Deliver'd down to all Poſterity. hoes 

Here, therefore, I again your aid require, + 

That with freſh Spirit you'd the Myſe inſpire, 

That while through airy, untrac'd ways I fly, 

! And ootbing fee but Sky, _ | 

Ito your Worthimay a juſt Tribute bring ; 

And keep the.towring Pega/as on Wing, 

Tl it has fixt your Name 

Among the happieſt Favourites of Fame ; 

\Fram: her: Records ne'r to be rac'd, i.> 
Till the loud Trumpetr's general blaſt, (laſt. 

And Nature, Death and Time have breath'd their 


g 7 53 £21010 4 Þ 
_ Firſt, your Religion ſhall be ſhown; - (none. 


| Though Zealors may, perhaps, think you have 
' All vain Diſputings you avoid, (cloy'd) 


(Diſputes with which, of late, w' have been ſo 
But chiefly thoſe, that tend 
Thi Faith 't oppoſe, or that defend ; 

_ For ſuch can never have an end. 

For while there wants a weaſare to decide 

The right from wrong, the diff rence muſt abide : 

Trae, Scripture is {ufficient, and wou'd do't, 

: 7 But that, alas ! is Mute ; 

And this willwrefſt it one way, that another, 
And,knowing this, why keep they ſuch a pother? 
The Points in Queſtion I'll not here . 

Pretend to darken, -or to clear, 


Mil's ) I = ; But 
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But leave? em to the holy, wrangling Men ; - 
Such Jargon woud.defilea.Poers Pen: - 


*et this, without a PerſpeCtive, I'ſee, 16 
Ih heir Intereſt, ATLAN and FROM wall ne're let 
*<m:agree ; 17; 


Each day the diff ence grows more wild, 
Andall theParties arereſolv'd'not to be reconcil'd, 
Thus, to their everlaſting ſhane;,\./ /- 4] 
They fix a ſcandal on the Chriſtian name, 
And tarniſh the bright Luſtre of 1 it's (elſe Un- 
ſpetted) Fame. :..- 
"Tis rh1s which makes the Atheiſt fleer and laugh, 
And, cqually,: at-all Religion ſcoff; 
For.how (they'l ſay) _ 
How can we chuſe but go aſtray, 
When ev'n our Guides themſelves take each a 
difterent- way ? 
And thele damnchoſe, winhour Reprieve, io) 
For not HI what thin neg t balievs! < 


LW 4 Loa} 


I 5. 
But you, UloRrious yp ſee alfis;\: | 
See all, and know that all's amiſs ; 
Andvery wiſely trace 
'The' moderate Path,and keep themoderate pace 
While violent men,.:daz'd.1n their raſh carere; ! 
Fall from their aim, and meet the ills they fear: 
Burt, - Carrier-like, you cheerfully jogg on, 
(Yet not ſo ſlow to mire, 
Nor yet ſo faſt to tire) | 
And the extremes. of either hand you an: ; 
And juit as the Sd ug 


(That 


et 


Oo 
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{That cheers-you while:he ſhines) 
Has chang'd the ſhadows'and declines; 
You!l arrive {afely at 'your' happy Tns, 
When others the long Forney but begin : 
Loſt and benighted, on they ſtray, 
And periſh in their Donbrs before 'tis day. 
In ſhort, | Faith's neceſlary Rates are few, 
And you thoſe Rates purſue ; | 
And a goad Man has little elſe to do, 


4 


| (16.) 
Your Morals too with your Reli2497 fit, 

And both are ſuited to your Wit : 
Your Wit ! which-does deſerve immortal praiſe, 
. A: Wreath of Stars inſtead of Bays. | 
Your Wit ! which can at once inftru& and pleaſe, 
And give the vitious Patient timely eaſe ;. 
Diſcover his looſe deeds and frantick thoughts, 
And laugh him to a loathing of his Faw'ts : 
Your W:##! ſo charming, thoſe that hear 


.. Cou'd wiſh they were all Ear ; 


No ſooner they admire, 
But ſome new rapture lifts their wonder higher ! 
Not taken up on truſt, no plated Braſs, 
But Currant Cozz that every where will paſs: 
From painful Learning and Experience drain'd, 
And as with labour got, ſo with delight retaind, 
No glaring Meteor that makes us gaze, 
And ſpends it ſelf all in a blaze, 
But, like the Sun, a laſting-ſourſe of light, 
Which,though it muſt decline,'tis but to riſe more 
bright. 
a2 I 3 Your 


ans ' Pindarick Poems: 


Your Wit ! which never values Man the more - 
For Wealth and Power, We; 7 

Or what his lewd Ambition does deyour ; 

His Pride, VYain-Glory, awful Port, 

Which meets ſo much regard at (or, 


. It juſtly damns and\makes a May-game ſport. 


No barren Jeft, the Carmar's Marth, 

Or Clinches ere: from you take Birth ; 

But all you ſpeak is nervous, ſtrong, 

And ſoft as Philomela's Song, 

While Fools, unknowingly, advance, . 
And if they're Witty, *tis th effeCt of Chance. 


3] (17.) | | 
When met, with grave Harangues you firſt begin, 
Such as from Kzngs might juſt attention win : 

Shew us how far w? have been miſled 

Both by the /iving and the dead : 

Free us from Prejudice and Lies, 

Nonſenſe, Impoſſibilities, 

And Wolves in Sheep's diſgniſe, = 
With all the Snares Malice and Zeal have laid, 
By bringing our own Reaſoz to our aid : 

Our Reafon, ſtill in danger try?d, 

And always prov'd a farrhful guide : 

Reaſon, the Polar Star 
. That does diſcover Happineſs from far, 
Straiten the Crooked Path, found by 1d few, 
Contract the ſpace and ſet all Heav'n in view, 
A Pi/ot that can through Life's Ocean ſteer 
As fafe in'Storms, as if the Skies were clear : 


>» —Z > © 


While | 
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While thoſe who ſtupidly believe, 
And pin their Faith upon a Zealot's ſleeve, 
Are.ſtill with doubts and killing Fears perplext, 
This hour of one perſwaſjon, none the next : 
Burt Reaſon, dreſt in Adamantine Arms, 

Does end the frightful Charms ; 

All ſubtil ſhifts deſcry, 

With it's ſharp-ſighted Eag/e's Eye, (fly. 
Before whoſe pow rful Rays the gloomy Phantoms 


(18.) : 
Whilethus you hold diſcourſe, theGoblet's crown'd, 
And twice or thrice does. nimbly move around ; 
Care, that diſturber of our reſt, 


« That grows habitual to the Breaſt, 


And hardly ever leaves what it has once poſlſeſt, 
Ev'n that curſt Fiend at ſuch a time takes wing, 
And Ezvy drops her ſting: 


- Yet nothing idle, or profane, 


Lewd, Ridiculous, or vain, 


' Nothing is ſpoke but what the Nuns might hear; 


Were they much chaſter than they are. 

—_ ou Mirth's cloath'd in it's true , genuine 
| ſhape, 

Not like an ©4fs, an Owl, or «Ape, 
But in the ſame garb it was dreſt by Bez. 
There's as much difference between M:rth as Mex, 
And now you Envy not ev'n K/zrgs themſelves, 
Nor all the »nder-fry of courtly Ekves ; 
Who, like the Mooz, their borrow'd luſtre owe, 
And Tradeſmez are the Suns that make em glit- 


. ter ſo, | 
T 4 |" "Bl 
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The troubles of Mortality you view, 
(Thoſe numyrous, and it's Bleſſings few) 
The evil that o'r Mankind brooding fits, 
That fattens Fools and ſtarves the Wits: 
W har Fears and Fealouſies are broach't by Knavey, 
Believ*d by Cowards, Pimps and Slaves: 
And ſince true pleaſure flits and will nor ſtay, 
; You this way take a draught without allay ; 
And make the dull Fatigue of Life fly pleaſantly 
away! 


-/ (i9) 
What Honours then, you mighty few, 
Ought here to be conferr'd on you; _ 

That make Life pleaſant,and improve your ſelves 

in knowledge too? | 

' What Trophies to your Fame muſt we erett ! 

And O! what wonders may we not expe&, 

Though diſtant now, brought home within our 

view, 

_ - By Men ſo qualify*d as you ? 

That, ev'n at your firſt ſetting out, can he 
So worthy of a Hiftory ! 

But that 1 know you will not raiſe 
A Monument in your own praiſe, 
' T ſhou'd preſume to ask 
,Some one of you to undertake that task ; 

For where, alas! where elſe can there be found 
A Sprat, your Grandeur to reſound ? - 
Where elſe a Cowley, in his lotty Verſe 

- Your Glories to reherſc,- (bound ? 

And to the Heav'nly Arch make the loud a 

c F Our 
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Your: Glory, which, like the fix't Star , wou'd 


ſhine, 
And as propitious be, 


- To all that want a guide, as He, Cnc wi | 
Had this great Sabje# been adorn'd by any Muſe 


—_— 


To the Earl of Abingdon, &c. 


ODE. 


S when ſome humble, lab'ring Swain 


Is favour'd with a large encreaſe of grain, 


Straight to the Gods he ſends his Prayer 


Through the obſequious Air, (flee; 
More {wift than the wing'd race themſelves can 


For nothing is ſo ſwift as Pzety : 
With no Ieſe hearty Zeal, my Lord, to you 
My Praiſes I acknowledge due ; 

For all the Bounties you diſpence, 

And with an Influence 


So far diffus*d and free, 


It evn extends to me ! (receive, 


Disdain not, then, that Praiſe (my Off ring) to - : 


For that, alas ! is all that I can give ; 


But then the World ſhall ſee ' (to be. 
Ill never ceaſe to pay you that, till I ſhall ceaſe 


(2) 
| Werel in Rzcot's happy ſhade, 
Where no State-noile the Rites of Peace inva 


de; 
But 
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But every Morn does till freſh Pleaſure bring, 
And Plenty flows with an unbounded Spring ; 
Where Horſes neighing, and the cheerful ſound 
 . Of Huntſman, Horn and Hound, (round, 

Echo's a grateful Harmony to all the Country 

- Or when your ſportful Lavington we name, | 
'The jocund Scene is much the ſame : 

There only 'tis where Natare is with Art at ſtrife; 
Both are ambitious to excel, | | 
And both have done ſo well, 

That 'twou'd be hard to tell (with life! 
Which of *:m's moſt adorn'd with Beauty and 
Such haunts as theſe might, poſſibly, inſpire 

. My Breaſt with a Poetick Fire, '--11 

And ſet thoſe thoughts on wing, | 

Which now but faintly fly and hoarſely ſing. 


Wig I if 

No longer, Clio, on the Mayſons live, (give, 

Though they deſerve more praiſe than thou can ft 
(As ſituate in a happy foil, = 
And bleſt with Flora's earlieſt ſmile) 

But view the Hoſpitality within, 
And a new flight begin ; 

| For that's a Theme where thou may*{ ever dwell, 

And every day have ſomething new to tell : 

A Theme which had great Pindar's greater Sor 
Been but ſo happy to have known, | 
Through every Village 'twou'd have rung, 
'The ſole delight of every Tongue, 

Through ev'ry Meadow, ev*ry Grove, 
Where Shevherds {cal their Yows of Love, 


Through 


d, 
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Through ev*ry populous City, ev'ry Cell, 
And = where,” where Vertue's known tg 
dwell ; | 
Nay to the Clouds it Echoing wou'd have flew; 
What leſs when 4is the Sorg and the great Subject 


you'? | 


1141418 C49 
Nor had his vaſt Carere [5.001 
Or ſtop't, or tired here : | (ſung, 
Your God-like Sire's high worth he wowd have 
Who, while: he liv'd, was bleſt by every Loyal 
Tongue : 407 (thought, 
He wou'd have told, inſpir'd with the Heroick 
How great his Condu&t and how well he fought ; 
How like a Bulwark by his Prince he ſtood, - 
When /twas found Treaſon to be great, or good ; 
And, ſpite of Death and Time's Sourin few, 
Have crown'd his memory with deſerv'd x Hil 
#7 


Fo great the Warrioar, andſo jult his Cav 
From thence, Triumphantly, have fled 


To the Produ#tioz of your fertile Bed ; | 
.In whom already does appear, Year) 
(And *tis the Spring that crowns the following 
Their Father's Corrage and their Mother*s Charms, 
A Guard from future harms : 
And here again freſh thoughts wou'd ſpring, 


| How they might one day ſerve their Country 


and their King. (does flow, 
For that untainted Blood which from your Veins 
Can produce nothing but what”s truly ſo. 


(5.) Nor | 
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= 


Nor had your - Wiſdom and your Piery 2 = 
Been | wes neglected by —_— 
And leaft of all your ſtedfaſt Lojalty; (ſhock jj i 


Which ſtood the pow Lag Fattion's late Impetuow 
Unſhaken as a Roc 
Upon ſmooth Seas we may with ſafety ſteer, 
For there the Pleaſure does ſurmount the Fear ; R 
But chard and dangerous tis, to' gain the Port, 
When Winds and Waves with equal Fury roar, 
And make thoſe ftately Barks their cruel orgy! | 
They ſeem'd to court before: - K 
Such is the Sea; nor was our ſtorm at Land, 
By yours and other Loyal Hands repreſt, | 
Leſs dangerous to withſtand. 
All this he gladly wou'd have done 
In Verſe as laſting as the Suz; 
While, at an humble diſtance, TI (ſo hi oh! 
Had bleit. the happy Muſe that wou'd have Dll 
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[ SOOT” .. . ' «© % 


ly 4." Fa ns. of -our late 
. Sovereign LO R D - 
Fong CH ARLE OY the Second 


ODE.' 


Ach Man has: private Care ares enow 
To make him bend, romake him bow; 
Ah! how thenſhall we bear the 2emeral Sorrow Job 
Unleſs. we dy with Grief, what Sanftion can. WE 
.: bring; 
Sufficient for the loſs of ſuch a gracious King 1. 
Peace, like a Mountain-ftream, from him did flow, 
And water'd all us humble Plants below, 
And made us flouriſh too ; 
Yet Peace himfelf but ſeldom knew. 
Too rigid, Ah! too rigid is the Fate 
That on indulgent Monarchs wait ! 
While for the Publick goad, the Publick weight 
they bare, 


| As they re Supreme in Paper, ſo they re Supreme 


in Care: 


P, 


Theirs 
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Theirs 3 is the Toyl, theirs is the pain, 


Ours 15 the Profix, "ours the gain; 


"Aid this was prov'd in Charls's Reig 


Think, Britains, think, how off Þ has 
ſleep, 


Intrench 
To make us free, to make us bleſt, 


n: 


broke hy 


t ON BY yy hou? of needful reſt, 


Ang ,f you arenot Marble, _ muſt weep! 


"ww as our \ eubborn Land he fy's 
\ (Ab that w'.had all ſo logg abey'd!) 
Our fubborr Land a Pajadiſe was made : 
Indulg'd by his enliv'ning ſmiles, | 
(The Glory of all. other 1/es) 
We did in Safety, Eaſe and Plenty live, 
Enjoy'd all Priviledges He cou'd give : 
Till. ated with contian'd Happineſs, 


$ 


Like Devils, .we.confpir'd to: make it leſs. 
Falſe Fears and Feelouſies Knaves did create, i-.\ 
And, once more, ftrove to plunge the State 


In all the miſeries it felt-fron1 forty one to Eighth 


Here did our. pitying Monarch timely i 
And fav'd us fxom gur {elves:++ for who 
our Foes ! 


velle we 


On thoſe whamgordveſs cou d not awe, 


He let loole Jw/Hce.and the Low; 


His 7«/#:«q, gyobd our feſter'd wound, 


. | lis Jwſtrce heal and mad itdound, 


"From Exile call'd our baniſht right, | 


And a Angel's and good Men ny 


mad e us happy in our own deſpight !.. 
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Not op'ning Buds more certain Tydings bring 
-j Of the approaching Glories of the Spring, 
|  Than-his leaſt Action ſpoke him K7zz ? 
.. He talkt, he lookt, he trod, | 
And had the Air, the Port and Manage of a God! 
Theſe Wonders in his Per/oz all might find ; 
But who can tell the wonders of his -1izd 2 
How Wiſe!. how Juſt! how Mild ! how Kind! 
In Exile, Danger, Want and Strife, | 
In all the various Changes of his Life, +7 
| Before, and whea he reign'd, | (ftaigd: 
His troubles were with Saint-like Conftancy ſu- 
And great and num'rous was the ſtore ; 
His Martyr'd God, and Martyr'd Father, only 
ſuffer'd more : | 
His Favours too, like theirs, 

Did to his deadlieſt Foes extend, | 
Forgave as faſt as ill Men did offend, (Friezd : 
And when he had forgave, wou'd prove a 
-"What greater proof of Clemency N 
_ Cou'd Heay?n it ſelf expreſs ? 


"Twas Vertue, Goodneſs, Mercy to exceſs ! 


4. 

Fought that's excellent, or brave, 

Cou'd priviledge their Owzers from the Grave; 
Fe, like Elijah, to his Bliſs had fled, 
. And never mingled with the dead ; --- 

But Maz was born to dy! (find, 
And though the Propher might the eaſier Paſſage 
Our Pious Sovereigy left his Droſs-behind, | 
And went to Heay'n more pure and more rs 
. There 
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There reſt, 4/e/ ſs 6 ade, from all the ſorrow free, i 

, From all the i 4 Hays 4 "y 
From all the Toft BEETLES * F<: 11:16) 


That did attend th fulProgreſs bf Mortality;{ 
There. reſt : --- ” white Lg Mclanchdfy Ba | 


below © aw | 
Though they can ne't pay all = owe, | 
At leaſt, their Love and Duty fhow,' 
-- And, in fad Funeral-Verſe, crabalm. cg 
4 "mp? ever hayp ' Patron's name ; | 
| Not thar it needs it --- for *wou'd lie! 
Without th' Aﬀiſtance Poets o_ <a 
! 1 
Y © The rs oe the page x veil 
” IE Þ p PF —_— 
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PROLOGUE. 


To the following 


Saryrs and Epiſtles. 


i by that Prodigious height of vice w' are 
_ grown, TR 

Both in the Court, the Theatre and Towns, 

That *tis of late believ'd, nay fixt a rule, 

wu ever is _ _ isa _ 3 ah 
Hiſs't at by old and young, deſpis'd, oppre 

If he be a a Villain, like the Hoſt - qr 
Vertue and Truth are loſt --- ſearch for good mey, 
Among tex thouſand you will {carce find ze, 

Half Wits conceited Coxcombs,Cowards, Braves, 
Baſe Flatt'rers, and the endleſs Fry of Knaves, 

jg Fops, Fools and Pimps you every where may find, 
And not to meet 'ems you muſt [bun Mankind. 
The other Sex, too, whom we all adore, 

When ſearch'd, we till find rotten at the core, 
An old, dry Bawd, or a young, juicy Whore ; 
Their love all falſe, their Vertue but a name, 
And nothing in 'em conſtant but their ſhame. 
What Sri, then, that honeſt can fit (till, 
And, unconcern'd, ſee ſuch a Tyde of ill, 
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With an impetuous force, oerflow the Age, 
And nor ſtrive to reſtrain it with his rage ? 
On Sin's vaſt Army ſeize, Wing, Reer and Van, 
And, like Impartial Death, hot ſpare a Man? 
For where, alas !-where is that mighty He, - } 
That is from Pride, Deceit and Envy free, | 
Or rather, is not tainted with all three ? 
Mankind is Criminal,their AQts, their Thoughts; 
*Tis Charity to tell *em of their Faw'ts, 
And ſhew their failings in a faithful Glaſs ; - 
For who won't mend that ſees he isan Aſs? _ 
And this deſign *tis that employs my Muſe, 
This for her daily Theme ſhe's proud to chuſe ; 
- A Theme that ſhe'l have daily need to uſe : | 
Let other Poets flatter, fawn and write, 
To get ſome Guinnys and a Dinner by't ; 
Bur ſhe cou'd ne'r cringe to a Lord for meat, 
Change ſides for Int'reft, hug the City-cheat, 
Nor praiſe a proſp'rous Villain, tho he's great : ) 
Quite contrary her Praice ſhall appear ; | 
Unbrib'd, Impartial, pointed and ſevere : 
That way my Nature leans, compos'd of Gall; 
I muſt wr/te ſharply, or not write at all. 
The? Thyrſis wings the Air in tow'ring flights, 
And, to a wonder, Paxegyrick writes ; \ 
'Though he is ſtill exalted and ſublime, 
Scarce to be matcht by paſt or preſent time ; 
Yet what In#ruttioz can from hence accrue ? 
*Tis flatt'ry all, too fulſom to be true. 
Urge not (for *tis to vindicate the wrong) 
It cauſes Emulation in the young, 
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A thirſt to Fame, while ſome high AQ they read, 
That ſpurs *em to the ſame Romantick deed; . 
As if ſome pow'rful magick lay in Rhimes, 
That made men braver than at other times. 
'Tis falſe and fond : --- Hero's may huffand fight, - 
But who can. merit ſo as he can write? | 
To hold a Glow-worm 1s the morning Star, 
And that it may, with eaſe, be ſeen as far, 
Were moſt ridiculous, ſo wide from truth, 
It juſtly wou'd deſerve a ſharp reproof. 
That wretch is more toblame, whoſe hire/ing Pen 
Calls Knaves and Coxcombs, wiſe deſerving men, 
Says that the vitious are with vertue grac't, 
Juages all juſt, and all Court-Strumpets chaſt. 

If to be prais'd does give a man pretence 
To Glory, Honour, Honeſty and Senſe, C 
Cromwell had much to ſay in his defence 3 - 
Who, though a Tyrant, which all ills comprize, ' 
Has been extoll'd and lifted. to the Skies : 
While living (ſuch was the applauſe they gave) 
Counted High, Princely, Pious, Juſt an Brave, 
And with Excominums Waited to the Grave. 
Who then wou'd give this --- for a Poet's praiſe ? 
Which, rightly underſtood, does but debaſe, C 
And 61ſt that Reputation it wou'd raz/e. 
Hence 'tis (and 'tis a Puniſhment that's fit) 
They are condemn'd and ſcorn'd by mer of wit + 
'Tis true, ſome Foplings nibble at their Praiſe, 
And think it great to grace the Front of Plays ; 
Though moſt to that very are grown, 


| They wave their Patroz's praiſe towrite their ow# z 


ws Yet 
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Yet they but ſeldom fail of their Rewards; 
And, Faith, in that I cannot blame the Bards ; 
If Coxcombs will be Coxcombs, let *em rue, * 
If they love Flatt'ry, let *em pay for't too ;. 
*Tis one {ure method to convince the Elves ; 
They ſpare my pains and ſatyrize themſelves. 
In ſhort, nought helps like Satyy to amend : 
While in huge Volumes motly Prieſts cone 
And let their vain Diſputes ne'r have an end, | 
They plunge us in thoſe Snares we elſe ſhou'd 
un;. | 
Like Tinkers, make tex holes in mending oze. 
Our deareſt Friends, too, though they know our 
Fau'ts, | | 
For pity, or for ſhame conceal their Thoughts, 
While we, who ſee our failings not forbid, F 
' Looſely run on in the vain Paths we did: 
*Tis Satyr, then, that is our trueſt Friend, 
For none before they know their Faults can mend; 
That tells us boldly of our fouleſt crimes, 
| Reproves ill manners, and reforms the Times: 'Þ' 
How am I then too blame, when all I write - 
Is honeſt rage, not prejudice, or ſpight ? _ | $108 
Truth 1s my aim, with zruth I ſhall impeach, 
And I'll ſpare none rhat come within it's reach: 
On then, my Muſe, the World before thee lies, 
And laſh the Kyaves and Fools that I deſpiſe. 
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Pride, Luſt and I 460204s Cc, 
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TO THE 


Righe Honourable. 
CHARLE $ 


EARL of 
Dorſer and Middleſex &c. 


My Lord, 


HE Widows Mite caſt to the ſtore, 
Was more than all, for ſhe cou'd give no 
more z 
The Rich, indeed, might daily Preſents bring, 
As flowing from an exhauſted Spring : 
T ſay not this that you ſhou'd partial be, 
Or think this more, becauſe it came from me, 
But only, that I am as poor as ſhe : 
As poor, T mean, in Senſe, as ſhe in Coin ; 
Nor i is that Mite originally mine : 7 
'Tis 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 

"Tis true, a Mite is, in it ſelf, bat ſmall, 
But vaſt the ſtore that gives a Mite to all : 
 Jou are that Store,my Lord,whoſe boundleſs mind, 
In Judgment firm, in Fancy unconfin'd, 
Diſtributes Rayes of Senſe to all Mankind, = 
It is but juſt then (as the Gods inſpire 
' Earths ſordid Clay with their Celeſtial Fire, _ 
Sui whenſoe're the dull Maſs finds a Grave, | | # 

eturns again to the ſame God that gave) = 8; 
T ſhou'd that little, All I have, reſtore ; ge 
But bluſh to think that 'tis improv'd no more, 


Tam, My Lord, || ze 


| Your Lordſhip's Faithful, th 


And moſt humble Servant, 


R. Gould J 4 
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4 | HE pions Endeavours of the Gown have wot | 


prov'd more ineffetFual towards reclaiming the 
Errors of a vitious Age, than Satyr (the better way, 
though leſs prattiſed) the amendment of Honeſty and 
good Manners among us : Nor is it a wonder, when 
we conſider that Women (as if they had the Tngredi- 
ent of Fallen-Angel iz their Compoſition) the more 
they are laſh't, are but the more hardned in Impeni- 
tence : And as Children, in ſome violent Diſtempes, 
commonly pit out thoſe cheriſhing Cordials, which, if 
taken, might chaſe away the Malady, ſo they (inſpir'd, 
as *twere, with a natural averſencſs to Vertue) &piſe 
that wholſome counſel, which is religiouſly deſign d for 
their future good and happineſs. Judge, then, if 
Satyr ever had more need of a ſharper ſling than now, 
when he can look out of his Cell on no ſide, but ſees ſo 
many Objetts beyond the reach of Indignation. Nor is 
it altogether unreaſonable for me (while others are 
laſhing the Rebellious times into obedience) to have 
one fling at Woman, the original of Miſchief. I am 
ſenſible, I might as well expett to ſee Truth and Ho- 
weſty uppermoſt in the World, as think to be free from 
the bitterneſs of their Reſentments; But I have no 
reaſon to be concern'd at that ; ſince, I'm certain, my 
aeſien*s as far from offending the good (if there are 


any 
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Advertiſement. 


any among them that can be ſaidto be ſo) as thoſe few 
#hat are good wou'd be offended at their Reception ints 
Bliſs, to be there crown'd with the happy reward of 
their Labours. As for thoſe that are ill, if it gall 
them, it ſucceeds according to my wiſh ; for T have no 
other deſign but the amendment of Vice , which if I 
cou'd but, in the leaſt, accompliſh, T ſhowd be well 

leas'd , and not without reaſon too ; for it muſt needs 
be ſome ſatisfaition to a young, unskilful Archer, to 
hit #he firſ# mark he ever aim'd at. | 
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T length from Love's vile ſlay? ry- I am free, | 
And have regain'd my ancient Liberty : 
ve ſhook thoſe Chains off 
wrought, 
Am free as Air, and unconfin'd as thought : », 
For faifhleſs Si/via T no more adore, 1 
Kneel at her Feet, and pray in vain no more :. . 
No more my Verſe ſhall her fled worth proclaim, 
And with ſoft Praiſes celebrate her name : 
Her Frowns do now no awful Terrors bear ; 
Her Smiles, no more, can cure, or caule A; 
'Ve 


which my Bondage 
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Tve baniſh her for ever from my Breaſt, B 
| Baniflyt the proud Invader of my reſt, 4 
Baniſt the Tyrant-Author of my woes, 'S 
That rob'd my Soul of all its ſweet repoſe : A 
Not all her treach'rous Arts, bewitching wiles, W 
Her fighs, her tears, nor her deluding ſmiles Br 
Shall my eternal Reſolution move, W 
Or make me talk, or think, or dream of love : 3 
The whining Curſe Pve baniſht from my Mind, Dr 
And, with it, all the thoughts of Womankind. NM 
Come then, my Mzſe,and fince th' occaſion's fair, W 
Againſt that Sex proclaim an endleſs War; |} 1 
Which may renew as {till my Verſe is read, Bu 
And live when I am mungPd with the dead. - a 
Woman! by Heavns the very name's a Crime, - 


Enough to blaſt and ſcandalize my Rhime ! 
Sure Heav?n it {elf (intranc't) like Adam lay, 
Or &glſe {ome baniſh't Fiend ufurp't the ſway 
When Eve was form'd, and with her uſher'd in 
Plagues, Woes and Death,and a new World of Sz, 
The fatal Rib was crooked and unev*n, | 
From whence they've all their Crab-/;ke Naturd Bl & 
Vn, ; , 
Averſe to all the Laws of Man and Heayv'n. 


O Lucifer ! thy Regions had been thin, 
Wer't not for Woman's propagating Sin : 
*Tis they alone that all true Vices know, 
And ſend {uch Throngsdown to thyCourts below. 
Nay there is hardly one among em all, | 
But Eavys Eve the Glory of the Fall : 


Bet: 


| Be cautious then and gyard your Empire well 


> 
A Satyr againſt Woman. 143 


»* a \ 
3 


For ſhou'd they once get power to rebel, 


| They'd ſurely raiſe a civil War in Hell, 


Add to the pains you feel, and make you know . 


W are here above as curſt as you below. ---- 
But we may thank our ſelves : is there a D 


| Who, when he may have freedom, wearsa Clog? 


But flaviſh Man, the more imprudeat Beaſt, 


Prags the dull weight when he may be releaſt : 


While they live here, juſt only. live to be 
The marks of ſcorn, contempt and infamy. 

But if the Tyde of zat#re boift*frous grow, - 
And will rebellioufly it's Banks o'rflow, - | 
Then chuſe a Werch, who, (full of lewd deſires) 
Can- meet your Flames of Love with equal Fires ; 
She only damns the Soul; but an ill Wite 
Damns-that, and with ir all the Joys of Life: 


May ſuch(and ah ! too many ſuch we ſee) ; 


© And what vain Blockhead is {o dull, but knows 


That of to ills the leſt is to be choſe ? 

"But now fince Waman's Ls I chance to name, 
Womans unbounded £uf Ill firſt proclaim: 
Ang ſhew that qur lewd Age has brought to view, 
What Sodom, when at worlt, had bluſh't to do. 
True, I confeſs, that Rome's Imperial Whore 


(More fam'd far Vice than for the Crown ſhe 


wore) 


Plato the publick Stews, diſguis'd, wou'd thruſt, 


oW. 
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To quench the raging fury of her Luſt ; 
And by ſych ARions bravely got her name . 
Borg, up. for ever on the wings of Fame ; 


Yet 
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. Abhor'd by all, as 'tis abhor'd by me! 
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Yet this is poor to what our Modern 4ze” P 
Has hatch't,brought forth,and aQted on the Stage: 4 
Which, for the Sex's Glory, Pll reherſe, M7 


And make that deathleſs as that makes my Verſe, n 
' Who knew not (for to whom was ſhe un-JÞj St 
known? 'SN 
Our late Tlluſtrious Bewley ? (true, ſhe's gone (-}] 50 
Fo anſwer for the num'rous ills ſhas'done; 
*PFor if there is no Hell for ſuch as ſhe, TB Te 
Heay*n is unjuſt, and that it cannot bY  *Þ© 6: 


As Albios's Iſle, faſt rooted in-the Main, * + Þ 


| Does the rough Billows raging force di{dain, 


t 
Which, though they foam, and with loud terror > 
| roar; 
In vain attempt to reach beyond their ſhore; | | An 
So ſhe, with Luſts enthuſiaſtick rage, 
Suſtain'd all the ſalt Sta//;ons of the Age : 1.4 
Whole Legions did encoutiter, Legions tir'd, |} Ret 
Infatiate yet, ſtill freſh ſupplies deſfird. 
Prodigious Bawd! O may thy meniry be | Wh 


Thou foremoſt in the Race of Infamy ! 
But Bodies muſt decay, for 'tis too ſure, "Y Br 
There's nothing from the-Jaws of time ſecure {| Val 
Yet when ſhe found that ſhe cou'd do no more,) | e\ 
Whea all her Body was one purrid fore, -- ' | It f 
Studded with Pox and Ulcers quite all oer-;-  ') | And 
Ev'n then, by her deluſive, treach*rous-wiles,” | The 
(For Woman 'tis that Woman beſt beguiles)* © 

Sh' enrolPd more Females-in the Eift of -Whore--J As tl 
Thaa all the Arts of Man e'r did before, POE 
” reiuy«:: 
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Preft with the pond'rous guilt, at length, ſie felt. 
And through che ſolid Centre ſunk co He/! : : 
The murm'ring Fiends all hover'd round-about, 
ſe And in hoarſe howls did the great Band ſalute ; _ 
Amazd to ſee a ſordid Lump of Clay (they : 
Staind with more various, | bolder Crimes than 
Nor were her Torments leſs; for the dire Train 
 $00n ſent her, howling, through the rowling( 
Flame, ;F 13 gi 
'To the {ad Seat of everlaſting A | 
"fl (reſnel and Stratford the ſamt footiteps tread ; 
| bÞÞ Sins black Volume ſo profoundly. read, _ 
'f That, whenſoere they dy, we well may, fear, 
38 The very TinQure of the Crimes they bare, 
D With ftrange Infuſion will inſpire the duſt, 
And in the Grave commit true aQts of Luſt. 


- And now, if ſo much to the World's reveal'd, 

| Refle&t on the vaſt ſtore: that lies conceabd. 
T How, oft, into their Cloſets they retire, 
| Where flaming Dz/ --- does inflame deſire, 

| And gentle Lap--4d--s feed the am'rous fire. | 
| How curſt is May ! whenBrures his Rivals prove, 
" F Bv'n/1n the ſacred buſineſs of his Love ! 

: I Valeſs Religion pious thoughts inſtil, | 

} | Shew me the: Woman that wou'd not be ill, 

| If ſhe, conveniently, cou'd have her will ? 

)] And when the mind's corrupt, we all well know 
| The AQtions that proceed from 't muſt be fo : 

I Their guilt's as great who any z/ wou'd do, 

--F As theirs who, aQually, that // purſue ; 


21 oY es © That 
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| For Woman, in whoſe Breaſt thourt ſaid to 


' Wethinkrty Thrones ereted in ther hearts, 
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That they wou'd have it ſo their Crime aſſures j 
Thus, if they durſt, all Women wou'd be Whore. 
At leaſt (and *tis what all Men will allow) _ 


| Porgive me, Modefy, if I have been, 


4 

F 

Moſt wou'd be fo that yet ſeem vertuous now. I 
y 
T 


In any thing I've mention'd here,. obſcene. 


But ah! why ſhou'd Tak that Boon of thee, + 
When 'tis a doubt if ſuch a thing there be ? A 


. © Fergn, | | 
And ſhew the gloriousConquetſts thou doſt gain; 
Defpiſcs'thee, and only courts the name: 
( Sounds, though we can't perceive *em, we maj | 


I; . 2 ; 
And wonder attheir Echoing through the Air). 
Thus, led by what deluſive Fame imparts, 


But ware deceiv'd, as, *Faith, weever were,'\f y. 
bak if tkou 477, 'tis fure thoy art not there. Qu 
Cothing in that black Masfiow does reſide, | 74 
But rank Ambition, Luxury and Pride : iN Be 
Pride js the Deity. they moſt adore; © TU} 
Hardly their own'dear ſelves they cheriſh mon;Þ ..- 
Jurvey their-very logks you'l find it there ; By 
How can you mils it when *tis every-where ? 1} x77 
Some, through all hunted Nature's ſecrets trace }Þ 
To ll the furrows of 'a wrinkled Face, | ** 
And after all their toyl (pray mark the Curſe) 
They've only made that which was bad muct 
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As ſome, in {triving to make z// coin pals, "i 
Have but the more dilcover'd that 'twas braſs. 
Nayithoſe'that are reputed to be fair, | 


 Ahd know how courted, how admir'd they are ; 


Who, one wou'd think, God had formd fo com- 


_ pleats: WIS i 
They had no need to make his Gifts a cheat ; 
Yet they, too, in Adulteration ſhare, 

And woud, in f{pite of natyre, be more fair. 
Deluded Woman! tell me, where's the gain 


In ſpending time upon a thing ſo vain ? 


Your -prefioxs time ! (O to your ſelves unkind !) 


When *tts uncertain y*ave an hour behind 


That _ can. call your own: for though yare 
_ Tair, 


Charming and kind as Guardian Angels are, 


 Adornd by Natare, fitted out by Art 


In all the glories that delude the heart ; 

Yet tell me, : tell, /have they the power to ſave ? 
.Qr can they priviledge you from the Grave ? 
'The Grave which favours not the rich, or fair; 
Beauty with Beaſt Lies undiſtinguiſh*t there. 


- But hold-- methinks Fm interrupted here 

By ſome vain Fop I neither love, nor fear ; 

Who, in theſe words, his weakneſs does reveal, 
mo that wound which he ſhou'd ſtrive to 


- . Soft, Sir, methinks you t00 inveterate grow, 
Had more your Envy than Diſcretion ſhow. 


0 . Whod 
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Whod blame the Sun becanſe he ſhines ſo bright, 
That we can't gaze on mt oj cg light, | 
When, at the ſelf-ſame time, he cheers the Earth, 
And gives the various Plants and Bloſſoms Birth ? 
How does the Winter look, that naked thing, | 
Compar'd with the freſh glories of the Spring ? 
Rivers adorn the Earth, the Fiſh the Seas, 
Flowers and Graſs the Meadows, Fruit the Trees, 
The Stars thoſe Fields of Air through which they ride; 
And Woman all the works of God beſide ! | 
Tet baſe, detratfive Exvy won't allow | 
They fhou'd adorn themſelves : thes pray, Sir, now 
Produce ſome Reaſons why y are fo ſevere ; 's 
For, Enviow as you are, you know they're Fair. 


And ſo were Sodom's Apples, heretofore, 
Burt they were {til] found rotten ar the Core. 


Nature, without diſpute, made all things fair, | 


And dreſt ?*em in an unaffeted Air : 
The Earth, the Meadows, Rivers, every Flower, 
Proclaim their Maker's boundleſs Loveand Powe; 
But they as they were made at firſt remain, 
And all their ancient Luſtre till retain. 
Nothing but vain, Fantaftick Woman's chang 
And through all miſchiefs various Mazes rangd: 
Yet, that they're Beautiful is not deny'd ; 
But, tell me, are th' unhanſom free from Pride ? 
No, no; the ſtrait, the crooked, ugly, fair, 
Have all, promiſcuouſlly, an oo ſhare, _ 
 Thus,Sir, you ſee how they'reeftrang'd and ſtraid 
From what, by Nature, they at firit were made. 


Already 
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Already many of their Crimes P've nam'd ; 
Yet that's untold for which they moſt are fam'd : 
A Sin, tall as the Pyramids of old, 
From whoſe aſpiring top we may behold 
Enough to damn a World : - - what ſhou'd it be, 
But (Curſe upon the Name !) Inconſtancy ? 
0 tell me, does the World thoſe Men contain, 


(For I have look't for ſuch, but look't in vain) 
Who nere were drawn into that fatal ſnare ? 


Fatal I call it, for he's curſt that”s there. 

Inſpir'd then by my Fellow-Sufferers wrongs, 
(And glad I am the task to me belongs) 

Pll bring the Fiezd unmask't to human fitht, 
Though hid in the black Womb of deepeſt night. 
No more the Wind, the faithleſs Wind, ſhall be 
A Simile for their Inconſtancy, 

For that ſometimes is fixt; but Woman's mind 


F Is never fixt, or to one point enclin'd : | 


Leſs fixt than in a Storm the Billows are, | 
Or trembling Leaves the per Tree does bear, 
Which ne'r ſtand ftill, but (every way enclin'd) 
Turn twenty times with the leaft breath of wind. 
Leſs fixt than wanton Swallows while they play 

In the Sun-beams, to wellcom in the Day ; . 
Now yonder, now they”re here, as quickly there, 
In no place long, and yet are every where. 

Like a toſs'd Ship their Paſſions fall and riſe ; 

One while you'd think it touch't the very Skies 


{$ When ftrait upon the Sand it groving lies. 


Eva ſhe her ſelf, S$:4via th? lov'd and fair, 
Whoſe one kind look cou'd fave me from Deſpair, 


Ly} ghe, 
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She, ſhe whoſe Smiles I valu'd at that rate," 
To enjoy them I ſcorn'd the Frowns of Fate; 


Ev'n ſhe her ſelf (butah + I'm lothto tell, . 
Or blame the Crimes of one I lov'd fo well; 


Swift as the Airy Motions of the mind, 
At once prov'd falſe and perjur'd, anduakind! 


But it ntuft out --) ey*n ſhe, ſwift as'the- _ 


Here they, to day, invoke the Powers above t 


As Witneſſes to their Immortal love ;- 
When, lo! away the airy Fantom flies, 
Ande' itcan be ſaid to hve, it dies : 


Thus, all Religious Vows and Oaths they break 


_ With the ſame eaſe and freedom as they fpeak. 
Nor 1s that facred Idol,” Marriage, free; 
Marriage, which muſty Drones affitm to be 
The Ty of Souls as well as Bodies! nay, (vey 
TheSpring that does,through unſeen Pipes, con- 
Freſh ſweets to life, and drives the bitter dreg 
awa 
The Gered Flame, the Guardian Pile of Fire 
That guides our fteps to Peace! nor does expire, 
Till i has kft us nothing to deſire! | 
Ev*n thus adorn'd, rhe Jap! is not free 
From the ſwift-turns of their Izcozſtancy : 
Witneſs th' Epheſian Matron; --— | 
Who to the Grave with her dead Husband weas 
And clos'd her ſelf up in his Monument ; | 
Where on cold Marble ſhe lamenting lay ; 
In ſighs ſhe ſpent the night, in tears the day, 
And ſeem to have no uſe of Liſs, but mourn 
if allaway: | 
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The wond ring World extoll'd her faithful mind,: 
Id her as the beſt of Womankind! — 

ut ſee the World's miſtake, and, with it, fee 
The ſtrange effets of wild Inconſtancy ! 
For ſhe her ſelf, ev'n in that facred room, .Y 
With one brisk, vig'rous onſet was o'ercome, j 
And made a Brothel of her Husband's Tomb! 
Whoſe pale Ghoſt trembUd in it's facred ihrowdz 
Wond”ring that Heav?ath' impious att allow'd ;: 
Horror in robes of darkneſs ftalkt around, 
And through the frighted Tomb. did groans re- 
ſound; P 
The very Marbles wept ; the Furies howl'd, 
And, in hoarſe murmurs, their amazement told : 
All this ſhook not the diftates of her mind, 
But, with a boldneſs ſuited to her kind, | 
She made her Husband's Ghoſt (in death a ſlave) 
Her neceffary Pimp ev*n in his Grave. 
What need I ferch theſe Inſtances from 01d ? 
There »ow live thoſe that are as bad and bold, 
Of Quality; young, vig'rous, luſtful, fair, 
But, for theirHusband's ſakes,their NamesI ſpare. 
Are theſe (ye Gods !) the Vertues of a Wife, 
The peace that crowns a matrimonial Life ? 
Is this the ſacred Prize for which we tight, : 


And hazard Life and Honour with delight ? 

Bliſs of the day, and Rapture of the night ! 
The Reins that guide us in our wild Careres ? 
And the Supporter of our feeble years ! 

No, no, 'tis contradiftion ; rather far, | 
'They are the cauſe of all our Boſom-War ; . 
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The very ſource and fountain of our Woe, . - ” 
From whence Deſpair and Doubt for ever flow j 
'The Gall that mingles with our beſt delight, 
Rank to the taſt and nauſeous to the fight; 
A days, the weight of care that clogs the Breaſt, 


At night, the hag that does diſturb our reſt :- 

Our mortal Sickneſs in the mid*ſt of health, 

Chains in our Freedom, Poverty in Wealth : 

Th' Eternal Peſtilence and Plague of Life, 

Th'-original and Spring of all our ſtrife : | 

Theſe, rather, are the Vertues of a clam'*rousf 
- Wife! | 


- O why, ye awful Powers, why was't your will 
To mix eur ſolid good with ſo much ill ? 
But you foreſaw our Crimes wou'd ſoar too high, 
And ſo made them your Vengeance to ſupply : 
For, not the wild, deſtruCtive waſt of War, 
Nor all the endleſs Lab*rinths of the Bar, 
Famine, Revergg, Perpetual loſs of health ; 
No, nor that grinning Fiend deſpair it ſelf, 
When it inſults with moſt Tyrannick ſway, 
Can plague, or torture man ſo much as they ! 
But hold; don't let me blame the Power's divine, 
Or, at the wond'rous works they made, repine; 
All! firſt was good, form'd by th' eternal will, 
Though much has ſince degenerated to #//: | 
Ev'n Woman was,they ſay, made chaſt and good; 
But ah! not long in that bleſt State ſhe ſtood; .. 
Swift as a Meteor glides through air ſhe fell, - 
And ſhew'd, to love that Sex too much, is. ons 
ſure way to Hell, | 


Beware 
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' Beware then, dull, deluded Man, beware; 3} 
And let not vitious Women be the ſnare, 0 
To make you the Companions of *em there : 5]. 
Scorn their vain ſmiles, their little arts deſpiſe, 
And your content at that juſt value prize, x 
As not to let thoſe rav'nous Thieves of Prey, 
Rifle and bear the ſacred Gueſt away : - 

"Tis they, *tisthey that rob us of that Gem, 

How cou'd we loſe it were it not for them ? 
Avoid *em, then, with all the gaudy Arts | 

They daily praQtiſe to amuſe our hearts ; 
Avoid *em as you wou'd avoid their Crimes, 
Which, like a Torrent looſe, o'erflow the Times. 


' But now ſhou'd ſome (for *tis too ſure we may 
Find many Coxcombs that will own their ſway} 
Shou'd ſuch revile the wholſom Rules T give, - 
And, in contempt of what is ſpoke, ſtill live 
Like baſe-ſouPd Slaves, and Fetters chuſe to) 
wear, | 

When they may be as unconfin'd as Air, 

Or the wing'd Racers that Inhabit there ; 

May all the Plagues an 2/1 Wife can invent 
Purſue *em with eternal Puniſhment : 

May they --- but ſtay, my Curſes I foreſtal, 

For 1n that oze T've comprehended all. --- 

But ſay, Sr, if ſome Pzlot on the Main, 

Shou'd be ſo mad, ſo reſolutely vain, " 
To ſteer his Veſſel on that fatal ſhore, | 
Where he has ſeen ten thouſand wrack't before ; 


/ Though 
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Though he ſhou'd periſh there, ſay, wou'd you 
; + [mot | 7s j 
Beſtow a Curſe on the notorious Sor ? 

Truſt me, the Man's as much to blame as he, 
Who ventures his frail Bark out, willfully, 
 Ontthe rough, rocky, Matrimonial Sea ; 

Selfiſh, his Breaſt is with vain hopes poſleſt, 
For why ſhou'd he ſpeed better than the reſt ? 
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:TO-THE: 


Right Honourable | 
|ICHARLES> 


EARL of 
Dorſer and Middleſex; Cee: 


My Lord, 

| Eny'd the Preſs, forbid the Publick view, 

This Trifle for a Refuge flies to You; 

| To You, my Lord, in whom we well may ſee © 
What a true Engliſh Noble-Man ſhow'd be : 

Firm to bis Honour, to his Prince ſincere, 


Kind to deſert, and think it worth his care ; 
But to the ſervile Flatterer, ſevere : 

| Tis bim we ought to fear of dll Mankind 3 
He's never without miſchief in bis mind : 


The 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


The ſweeteſt words ſtill bide deftruftive Gall,” 
For twas a gawdy outfide danm'd us all: 

But ſuch you ſcorn, their Poiſon can repell ; 
Vet, ſpite of your Example, Fools will uſe *em well, 


Who ſtrives by noble waji toraiſe his name, 
And makes true worth the Centre of his aim, 
Can ut ver miſs of. an eftabliſht: Fame: _. 
Kit anirks the Kiees that diſgrace the Age; © 
Flutter to Court and flourifh on the Stage, | 
Does ſhun *em too ; ſilence the Knaviſh 7 Ms 
And reſcue injurd Howſty from wrong. A 
This is the Man to whom our Praiſe is dae, M. 
And this Man treads i in the ſame Path wit You 4 

Th 
Is 1 
St 


- There hardly '&r was known: fog ads a. ing 
Bu fele the ſubtle point of Envy's > Bip I | 
She ſeldom vents ber rage on porthleſoGaue | ; þ 
| Goad Attions and good Men are ſtill ber aim: 
But here we may (and ſpeak it too with Pride) - 
Say mare of You than all Mankind. befide, 


T' are Envy: proof and ſo'1 is ally bve yur; 4 
For no: Man ere was ſo preſuming, yet, © | et, 


To fix a brand on your unqueſtion'd Wit + X 


$ 


I 


"The Epifile Dedicatory? 
:$o good ! T durſt ev'n hope you will excuſe. 


| This rude addreſs of my unpolliſh't Mule 3 
| What greater proof ? who, in return, will raiſe 


£3 RM * 4 
7 Vx38OEy ©. _ 


Her Wings above the uſual pech to jng ber 
Patron. s praiſe. 


Your Attions ſtil their Paxen e-Soul coſe 0. 
Hud ſhew'd they took birth from a Gallant Breaſt: 
of Breaſt which all the full-blown worth diſplays, 

at can tranſmit a name to after days : -- 
4 penerous temper and untainted mind ; 

'4 Converſation pleaſant and refn'd, (kind ! 
Made up of all the Charms that can delight Mans 
Courage enough to quell the Age's Crimes, * - 
And firmly Loyal in Rebellious Times : 


Then *tis, he, who a beart unſhaken brings, 


Tb touch't, found right and fit for glorious things, 
Stands Bullwark in the Gap, and ev'n obliges 


Kings. 


Refleting on all this, how dare 1 my” 
To your ſtrift view ſo mean an Offering ? 
let, ſince truth made me write, perhaps you may 
Ii its - eraſe throw an hour away ; 


, For 


-The Epiſtle Dedicatory: 
For here, my"Lord, you'l meet With Knavg _ 
chaſtis'd, = 
Buffoons. and Bullys equally apiod: 
Strumpets ot ſpard, whate'r is their degree ; 
If bady what is their Quality tome ? 
Ill Plays and Doggrel Poets dann'd in ſhoalz 
With their devout admirers, Coquets, "yy and 
41 PBoolss! 5 
But this, perhaps," might make its value leſs, - 
And for the Publick thought too fit a Dreſs ; (Nl .. 
For to write truth is one ſure way to be day a; 
the Preſs. 


2 am, My Lord, ) 


- Your Lordſhip's moſt humble ,Þ.a 


| And Devoted Servant, Þ wi 
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Io all the things which at this aniby "wy 


wg 


Have felt the honeſt S ar S wholſome 


Rhine 
the Pliy-houſe has ſcap't beſt, been moſt forbtirn, 
yRonget it, of all things, moſt deſerves our ſcorn. 


-T then, inſpir'd with bold, Satyrick rife, 
.A ſworn 'Foe to the 'mercenary Stage, 
(And yet a Foe no further than to ſhow row) 
The- World what weed in that rank Soll does 
I Will ftrip'it bare of all the gay attire - - 
Which Women love, and Fools {o much admire. 


4 « * , 
" Ms |. 


Ye bicing $:orpions (for Ive heard of ſuch, ' 
| And as for -Sphez I cannot have too much) 
| Aid me, Ibegyou, with inveterate ſpite, 
d, laftruct me _ to ſtab,each word T write 3 


M _ or, 
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Or, if-my Pen's too. weak this Tyde to ftem, 

Lend me your8##»gs,and I will write with them: 

' Each  home-fet thruſt ſball pierce Vice to the 
heart | 

And draw the blood out in the mortalPſ part. 

That the proud Mimicks,. who now Lord it ſo, 

May be the poblick ſcorn where e'r they go, - 

Their Trade decay, and they unpity'd ſtatve ; 

A better Fate than moſt of *em deſerve. 


Firſt tothe Middle-Gallery we'll go, 

(The Prdlggue to the Vice you'll find below) 
WherGreekingPunks like Summer Iaſefs ſwarm, 
And ſtink like Pole-cahs when they're hunted 
wart; 7 rite] _ 
Their very Scents cauſe Aopeitict Fits, 

And yet they're thought all Cz 


ivet by the Cits. © 

(Bur:that*s not-much, for, the plain truth to tl, 

Theyre 3-5 Brains, why not without their 

Smell * 

Here, every Night, they fit three boars for Sale, 

With dirty Night-rail, auftriier Tal : J 

If any Gudgeoy bites, they Have him ſure, ! 

For nothing Angles Blockheads like a Whore. | 

To keep their Masks on is their only way, | 

For going barefac't wou'd bur ſpoil their Play ;; 

Their Noſes ſharp as Needles, Eyes ſunk in, 

A yriakt's 'Forehead, and a parchment Skis : 

A Breath as hot as £»a's ſulph'rous Fire, 

And yet not half ſo hot as their deſire. 

The Phyſick each, at times, has iwallow'd up 
Wou'd ſtock the Kzng's Apothecary's Shop. wil 
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| Who &re does grapple with.theſe Fire-ſhips,, - 

11 May taſt the Mercury upon their Lips. . :;-, | 

be} Wonder no longer that, in Frence and Rome, 
\They have the knack to poiſon with perfume; 
Our Strumpets now, thole #adreſſes for death, 

| | Will do't with one puff of their morning breath. 

y bi] drach with Nants (as, by their ſinell, you'd 

They never taſted any other drink» 

It mainly adds to what I've ſaid before, 

And makes 'em glory in their guilt the more;. 

Then let 'em have their will, and you ſhall ſeg - 

How wild a thing unbounded Bitch will be: _ 

No Pez can write, no human wit can think 

The lewdneſs of a Play-Houſe Punk in drink ; 

Inſpir'd by Luft's Enthuſiaftick rage, 

She'd proſtitute her ſelf evin on'the Stage, 

trip naked, nl without a thoughr of ſhame, 

Do things Hell's blackeft Fiend wou'd bluſh to 


8:5 
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name. | | 1 
5 | Yet ſuch as theſe our brawny Fops admire ; | 
- Y The fitteft fere/ for ſo hot a fire, | 


i A Women's ne're ſo wicked, but ſhe can 
| Find one as wicked, or much worſe, un man, 
\ } To fatisfy, her Luſt, obey her will, _ 
| And, at her beck, perform the greateſt ill: _ 
Theſe ride not Scrumpets, but are Strumpet-rid, 
| Like Dogs, they'll fetch and carry if they're bid. 
* |} But now I talk of Dogs, did you e're meet 
— che _ and her Gallants _—_ fete, F 
| rel, Shock, Maſtiff, Spaniel, blithe and gay, Y | 
ho And mind how they We and lick their prey, x 
M2 How 
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They make addreſs? each tenders down his heart, 
And if Bitch fnarles, they take it in good part: } 
This is an Emblem of our Galkry Ware, 

The Scene you may ſee, nightly, ated here. 

How-e'r I muſt give Dog and Birch their due, 


How ceremonious, with' what courtly Art 


d. | "They are the better Creatures of the two, 


But Bawdy only for a Seaſon; here 
The Leacl!rous Commerce does hold all the Neg, 
About one Jilz a hundred Fops fhall crowd, 
So talkative, impertinent and loud, - 
That-who e*r hither comes to ſee the Play, 
- For what they hear, might as well ftay away." 
After a long, infipid, vain Amour 
Between ſome flutt'ring Officer and Whore, 
To ſome Heage-T avern they dire& their way, 
(Knowy-only to fuch Cy/tomers as they) 
Toend th? Intrigue agreed on at the Play :- 
To" they' roar, fwear, huff, eat and drinks 
argc. S.. G 
And pre! + Hieroick Cully's charge ; 
Till, drain'd both: Pauſe and back, The does retire, 
And within three days find his Blood on Fire. | 
This is the /#-2 of all the Play-Houſe Jabs, : 
Begin in P«x& atid end in Mr. Hobs. © : 
If he wou'd find the Nymph that caus'd his moan, 
He toyls in vain, -the Bird of night is flown ; 
For, by the way, ſo ſharp they are at ſinniog, 
They change their Lodging oftner than thes 
Linntn. | | UN 
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Yet not this warning makes the Sor give o'er ; y 


| He muſt repeat the dangerous Bliſs once more, 
| But till finds harder uſage than before. _ 


Hence *tis our Surgeons and our Quacks are grown 
To make ſo great a Figure in the Town ; 
They heap up an Eſtate by our Debauches ; 
Our keeping Strumpets makes them keep thei 
a, Coaches : x 
Their Conſorts are {o ſplendid and fo gay, .(thaw'r” 
You'd think *em Queens , for they're agile: xs - 
None go ſo *Expenlive as ſuch VergagfSFiroas”* 
For the worſt Gown they wea 009 tu {77- 
What horrid things are theſe ? 
That makes theſe 1»/ei7s gaigttip 
| There *tis offenders ſow thAFferr: 


Of which theſe reap the harve# in ſhort time F 
IF There's many of 'em, for their ſingle ſhare, 
oÞ Pocket art leaſt five hundred pound a year ; 
Nor is it ſtrange, fo ſpreading is this Crime, 
They'll have = ſcore a fluxing at a time ; 
I Of which, perhaps, by Heav*nly Providence, 
Seven may Recover, and creep faintly thence, 
So lean, thin, pale and meagre, you'd ſwear 
Ghoſts have more Subſtance,though they*re nought 
bur azr. | 
So cunning too are theſe Pox-Emp'ricks grown, 
Live ye, or dy, they'l make the Caſe their own, 
rh Expenſive Malady ! where people give | 
More to be killd than many wou'd to live! 
Some get Eſtates by other deaths, but here 
The very dying does undo the Heir, 
x8 | M 3 $) 


166 A Satyr againſt the Play-Houſe. - 
O that the cuſtom were again return'd, | 
'That Bodies might on Funeral Piles be burn'd ; Are 
For I believe the Pozfox that the Sur (run, | 12 
Sucks from the ground, and through the air does Al 
Giving all catching Plagnes and Fevers birth, In \ 
Are Streams that are exhal'd from Pocky Earth : Þ| An 
From whence the Town may be concluded curſ, For 


For here few dy but are half rotten firſt. Th 
Bur e*re from this Bz#ch-Gallery T deſcend, To 
P've more to ſay, and beg you to attend. Xe 


For *tis of late found a notorious truth, 
Court-Ladies, in their heat of Luſt and Youth, 


Sail hither, mufM'd up in a diſguiſe; || To 
And by pert carriage and their ſharp replies, W! 
Set all the Men agog, who ſtreight agree ry 
They muſt be Harlots of great Quality ; Ik 
So lead 'em off to give their Leachery vent, Nc 
For 'tis preſum'd they came for that intent : He 
Indeed, if they're examin'd, they will fay, W 
They only meant to take a ſtridt ſurvey, Tt 
Tf Whores cou'd be fo lewd as rhey report: ---» Ca 
And that they might as well have known at Coun, | 0 
- But they're but fleſh, and tis in vain to rail, Tl 
Since any thing that's fleſh, we know, is frail. 4 
| Keep,keep you(7tizexs your Wives from hence, T 
If you'd preſerve their Native Innocence :) Be 


\'What Precedext is there that lets you know, 
Our Wives by coming hither Vertuous grow } 
I That Plays may make *em vitious, truth aſſures; 
Eſpecially, if they're-ſo prone as yours. ſ 


You elfe are ſure to live in Cuckold?s. row : } 


Ig 


FD; 
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The Londox-Cackolds they all flock to ſee, 
Are pleas'd with their own Infidelity. _ 
Tn vain you counſel give; what can reclaim . : 
A Woman wholly given up to ſhame, _..' . 
In whom there is no Faith, no. Truth, no truſt, 
And whoſe chief care is to indulge her Luſt ? 
For when ance tainted, once enclin'd that way, - 
The Devil may as ſoon recant as they ;  - 
To ſure DeſtruCtion willfully they run, 
Se the vaſt Precipice, and yet go ſmiling 0n- 


 Tyr'd with the Galery, 'twill now be fit 

To flor down to the Boxes and the Pit: 
Where ſuch a flood of Vice invades my Eyes, 
Such a fantaſtick fry of Vanities, | 

I know not on what one to faſten firſt, | 
No more than I can tell which of *em's worſt. 
Here painted Ladies, there gay-Coxcombs throng, 
Who, in a ſoft Voice, charm 'em with a Soxg ; 
Their own, you may be ſure, for none bur {ach 
Can write what cou'd delight that Sex ſo much. 
Some few French words(which plainly does expreſs 
Their Wt is as much borrow'd as their dreſs). 
Does ſet 'em up for Poets ; their whole tune 

Is but one dull Fatigue of Love and Rhime. 
Theſe are the Womens Men, their Dey (Gods, 
For Ladies and Fop- Authors never are at odds, 


| Not far from hence, another whining Beaſt, * 

 4:my he makes love, does make himſelf a jeſt ; 

ith a low cringe, for that he knows will pleaſe, 

Grins put his Paſſion in ſuch terms as theſe: | 
M 4 Madans ! 
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Ir renders the leaſt thing you do divine ! . 
We dare. not ſay you were created here, 


| ſits 4 


. 
+8 
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Tex thouſand Cupids on your Forehead ſit, 
And [boot Jeff: Darts through all the Pit : 
Before your Feet, ſee, your Adorers ly, be 
Live, "if you ſmile, and if you frown, they dy ! + 
Ev'n 1, yotur true predeſtinated Slave, _ | 
Rather than meet your hate wou'd meet my Grave h 
Ah pity then, bright Nymph, the wound you gave !)' 
Thus ſighs the Sot, thus tells his am?rous tale, 
And thinks his florid nonſenſe mult prevail: 
Bows and withdraws ; and ftreight, to prove his 
\ Jfoye, © + HR - 6 
| Steals up and courts the Fulſorm: Pranks above. ; 
Mean wm the Nymph, proud of her Conqueſt, 
| looks | _- q- 


Big as wreath'd Poets in the Front of Books ; 

Surveys the Pit with a Majeſtick Grace, . 

'To ſee who falls a YVidim to her Face; 

Does in her Glaſs her {elf with wonder view, - 

- And thinks all rhat the Coxcomb ſaid was true. 
Hence 'tis that every vain, fantaſtick chir, 
Does get the better ſtill of Mex of Wt ; 

For they can't Flatter as theſe Triflers do, 
And without that, without Succeſs they woe, - 
Speak truth to our fine Ladies now adays, : 
You! meet with Indignation, not with praiſe, 
For they, hate nothing more ; it.calls *em plain, 

Deceittul, idle, fooliſh, fond and yain, ' 


! By Heav'ns you have an air ſo fine, + 


. | Courageous, generous, affable, what not ?-' ' */ 
Though Heav'n, at firſt, deſign'd him for a Sof. 


With them for Courtly; airy, wiſe does paſs, 


i: | Such little InſeRs Rill are ſwarming here, -. 


| Buzziog dull Jeſts each in his. Ladies Ear; 
Then laugh aloud, which now is grown a part |. 


Of janty breeding, and of Courtly art : 
The true ſign of the modiſh Bea» Garſon, 


£8 Is chatOring like a Lady's lewd Bahvox ; (ture ; 


Shewing their teeth to charm ſome pretty Crea» 
For grinning, among Fops, is held a Feature, 


\ Þ Nor is this all; they are ſo oddly. dreſt, 


: | You'd think God meant *em for a ſtanding Jeſt, . 


Apt into Mena for paſtime. to the reſt : _ 
Obſerve *em well, you'l think their Bodzes made 
To wait upon the motion of the Head : | 
Their Cravat-ſtrings and Perukes ſo refin'd, 
They dare not tempt their Enemy, the Wind';” 
Of the leaſt ſlender puff each Sot afraid is, 

It kills the Cxr/s defign'd to kill the Ladtes. 

iSo ſtiff they are, in all parts ty'd ſo ſtrait, 

'Tis ſtrange to me the blaod ſhou'd circulate. 
But leaying theſe Musk-cats to publick ſhame, 

Pl turn my Head, and ſeek out other Game, 


In the Side-box Moll H----» you, may fee, 
Or Coguet Moll, who is as lewd as ſhe : 
That is their Throne ; for there, they beſt ſurvey 
All the falt Sots that flutter to the Play. a 
po 2Q 
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{:#, in a lover, they of all things-fear, ; 1; 5 
For witty Men well know what ——— are; 
y 


| But a ſtarch't, whiMfling, pert, dull, noiſy Afs,- 


* 
% 
. 
, » 
—- 
Na pee er a an nr en ONS TEETER OE NGC GCC OE IE IO OC I IR 


170 ASatyr azainſt the Play- Ehuſe. 


So known, ſo courted, in an hour, or leſs, \ 
You!'l fee a handred of *em make addreſs ; 
Bow, cringe and-leer as ſupple Poers do, Are 


When Parroy's Guineas firft appear in view: Þþ ww} 


With many other things, too ſmall to name, Yo 
Does blow the Sparks of Honour tgarflame ; W 
For ſuch vile trifles, or ſonag ; 
They roar, they-ſweaz p, lug out and ſtab, Y Br 
No mild perſwaſiens eſe bruits reclaim; | W 
*Tis thus to night,” morrow *tis the ſame. 

— Murder's fo rite, with like concern we hear 


Of a Man kill'd as baiting of a Bear. . T 
All people now (the Age is grown fo ill) H 
Before they go to a Play ſnou'd make their Will; .T 
For with much more ſecurity, a Man WT 
Might make a three years Voyage to Japan. 'T 
=. T 


Her T 
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' Here others, who, no doubt, believe they're 
witty, 7 OE A LORENR 
Are hot at Repartee with Orange-Berty, © 

| Who, though not bleft with half a grain of /ex/e, - j 

ll | To leven her whole lp of Impudence, 
Aided by that, ſhe always is too hard (guard ; 
For the vain things, and beats 'em from their 
When fearing that rhe ſtanders by may carp, 
They laughing, cry, egad the Jade was ſharp ; 

b; Who wou'd ha' thought we ſhou'd have come off thus ? 

& f Or that ſhe ſhoud out-pun, out-banter us ? | 
Yet theſe vain Ophs wou'd think it an offence, 2 


More than all human W:z# cou'd recompence, 
If, in the'leaſt, we doubt their having ſexe. 

8 Were ſelf-conceitedCoxcombs what they thought, 
They wou'd be Gods, and be with Izcenfe ack 5 
But *tis a truth, fix't in the fandard Rules, 

Your wow d-be-wits are but the Yar of Fools. 
Were ſuch e're ballanc*t to the Worth they bore, 
A Game-Cock's Feather wou'd outweigh a ſcore. 

8 ButT am tedious, and that fault re ſhun ; 

_ With theſe wiſe Fools 'tis time then to have done. 
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Next we attack thoſe runeful Owls of night, 
That in vain Maſquerade place all delight. 
Here, wiſp'ring, into cloſe conſults they run, 
8 ;To know where beft to meet when Farce 1s done : 
Th agree ; and out one of em ſteals before 
'To beſpeak Muſick, Supper, Wine and Whore. 
There they all ſoak till Midnight; when they're 
; ddrunk, 
They fally forth, each Puppy with his Park, 
| Top-ful 
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Top-ful of miſchief, through the Town they run, | 

And no ill thing they can do, leave undone. 

If Tradeſman and his Conſort. walk the ſtreet, + 

And with theſe Bullies and their Harlots meet, ': 

He mult give place; or elſe be ſure to feel, 

Deep in his Luxgs, ſome YVillain's fatal Steell ; » 

Villain, T ſay, that for a cauſe fo ſmall = : 

As not t' uncap, or taking of the Wall ; ---- 

- But ah !, much oftner for no cauſe at all, 

Can thoſe poor Innocents of Life difarm, | 

That neither thought, defign'd, or wiſh't *m 
harm. | __. 

Like any Hero theſe will foam and fight, j 

When they're urg'd on by Srrumpet, or by ſpite; 

But if the King, or (onntry claim their aid, 

The Raſcal Cowards hide and are afraid : | 

Not one will move, not one his Proweſs ſhow ; 

They jtand ſtock ſtill when Honour bids *em go. 


Butback, my Myfe, let's to the Play-Houſe ſteer, 
We have not yet half done our buſineſs there. 
ſ A thouſand crimes already w'ave exposd, 

A thouſand more remain, not yet diſclos'd : 
On boldly then, nor fear to miſs your aim ; 
Don't want for rage,and we can't want for Theme. 


Here a Cahal of Cr;:icks you may ſee, 
Diſfourſing of Dramatick Poeſie ; | | 
While oe, the wittieſt too of all the Gang, 
(By whom you'll gueſs how fit they're all tof 

hang) i 
Shall entertain you with this learn'd Harangue: : 


They 
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- © They talk of ancient Plays, that they are ſuch, 
So good, they cannot be admir'd too muck ;\-.. .. 
 Bichink not ſo 7 --- But in out preſent days,. 
'J1 grant w' ave many worthy of. that praife : 
| The Cheats of Scapin, one, a noble thing ; ' © © > 
What a throng'd Audience does it always bring ? 
| The Emp'rour of the Moon, "twill never tire ; ©... 
' { The ſame Fate has the fam'd Al/atian Squire. .. 
Ev'n Jevor's learned' piece ha'nt more pretence - 
| Than theſe to Fancy, Language, and good Sepſe.. * 
n | And here, my Friends, I'd have'it underſtood 
- 8 W' ave a rice Age, what pleaſes muſt be gocd: . 
Again, for Inſtance, that clean piece of wit, 
The City Heireſs, by chaſt Sappho writ, | 
Where the lewd W:dot comes, with brazen face,). 
Juſt recking from a S/a/lion's rahk embrace, : 
T* acquaint the Azdience with her flimy caſe, 
Where can you'find a Scexe deſerves more praiſe, 
In Shakeſpear, Fohnſon, or in Fletcher's Plays? - 
They were ſo modeſt they were always dall; .-. 
' For what is De/d«»:0x4 but a Fool ? - 
Our P/ays ſhall tell you, if the Esbard's ill, | 
Wives muſt reſolve to make him be ſo itill; 
If Jealows, they muſt date revenge from thence, . 
And make 'em Cuckolds in their own defence. 
A hundred others I cou'd quickly name, - 
' Where the Succe/5s-and the- defign's the ſame ; 
or the main hinge they turn on is t* entice, 
Enervate goodneſs, and 7zrourage Vice; 
And that the Suffrage of both Sexes wins : ---- | 
- 'But ſee the Curtains rife,: the Play begins. * 


o % 
; Thus 
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- Hug andapplaud him for his wiſe remarks; 
i” oa ſuch things muſt 'make the Audieny 
Nile : = 
By Heav'n *tis a fine Audience the while! o” 
How much has Farce of late took on the Stage ? 
But Farce ſuits beſt with the fartaſtick pe : 
If Farce made. Poets which 'twill never do, | 
Ev'in Hains and Ho----d might be Poet's too. 
In ſhort, our Plays are now ſo looſely writ, 
They've neither Manzers, Modeſty, or Wit. |: 
How can thoſe things to our I-/{r=jon lead |; 
_ Which are unchaſt to ſee, a Crime to read? 
The Youth of either Sex this Path ſhou'd ſhun;;. 
Or they may be, inſenſibly, undone: . +7 
"Tis hard for th? unexperienc't to eſca 
Deſtruftion, dreſt in ſuch a pleaſing ſhape : 
Tt gilds their Ruin with a ſpecious bait, 
And ſhews *sm not their Crime till 'tis too late; 
Too late to turn their vain Carere, and find 
Their Ancient Innocence and Peace of mind, 
Compar'd:to which all Worldly Foys are Wind.) 


Yet I'd not have you think I'm ſo ſevere 
| To dama all P/{azs ; that wou'd abſurd appear ; 
I love what's excellent, hate what is ill, | 


Let it be compos'd by whom it will. | 
Though Lord Writes if bag, I cance praiſe 71 
Nor flatter Dr-+--dz, though he wear the Bays. 
Or court fair Sappha in ber wanton fit, 
When' ſhe'd put loſcione Bawdry off for Wit. 

| Or 


4 


Thus the vain Sot holds forth ; the other Sparti F b; 


Or c 
onc 
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rl Or pity B---&s in tatters, when I know x 
$*'Twas his bad Poetry that cloath'd him ſo, 
wel Or commend” Durf----y to indulge his Curle ;.-- 
I Fond to write on, yet ſcribble worſe and worſe: 
I Nor C7----x for blanuag Coxcombs, when I ſee 
a | Sir Caurthy's not a nicer Fop than he. OE 
J Or think that Ra----f4 for wiſe can paſs, 
When Mother Dobſon ſays he þ an Aſs ; ; 
That damn'd, ridiculous, infipid Farce /- 
.N Or write a Paxegyrick to the Fame | 
Of Sh---dl, or of ſtarving Set---'s name, 
; | Who have abusd, unpardonable things,. | 
: Þ The beſt of Governments and belt of ; 208 _ 
- | But thee, my Orway, from the Grave Tl raiſe, 
anp;tirhs thy memory wath laſting praiſe : 
Thy Orphan, nay thy Yexice too and, 
And live long as the Sea defends our Lagd. 
The Poztick Kzng and Alexander, Lee | 
Shall, ſpite of madneſs, do the ſame for thee. 
\ | But truth I love, and am oblig'd totell 
Your other Tragick Plays are not ſo well, 
Not with that Judgment, that exaQtneſs writ, 
| With leſs of Nature, Paſſion, Fancy, Wit 
I Yet this, ev'n in their praiſe, can't be deny'd, _ 
They are, a' moſt worth all our Plays beſide : 
Excepting the Plaiz Dealer (nicely. writ, | 
And full of Saryr, Judgment, Truth and Wit: 
In all the Charadters ſo juſt and true, % = 
It will be ever lov'd, and ever new! --) _ 
And we muſt do the Lavreat Juſtice too : _ 
For OEadipms (of which, Lee, half is thine, 
And there thy Genirs does with Luſtre —_ 
es 


| 


FYertge extollid, and Vice as much depreſt. 
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Does raiſe our'Fear and Pity too as high 1 Th 
As, almoſt, can be done in Trapeajy. So | 
His all for bove, and moſt correct of all, - - Þ| Pit) 
-Of juſt and vaſt applauſe can never fail, Th 
Never ; but-when his Limberham I name, | In: 


I hide my Head and almoft bluſh with ſhame, \j| No! 
To think the Author of both theſe the ſame.: )Þ| $0 | 
'So bawdy it not only ſham'd the Age, | 
But worſe, was ev? too nauſeous for the Stage. | . 
If Witty tis to be obſcene and lewd, - y 
We grant for Wit in ſome eſteem it frood ; } 

But what is in it for 1»/frut#iix good 7 


And that's one exd for which our Bards ſou! "8 Wh 
write, _ Vo 
When they do that, *'tis then they hit the whitd Hoy 

[ For Plays ſhou'd as well profit, as deli «MM JN Anc 
His Fancy has a wond'rous Ebb and Ao ITY Or 1 
Oft above Reaſon, and as oft below: Anc 


His Plays in Rhime (which Fools and Women pris 'Fhe 
May be cal d Supernatural Tragedies Ma 
His Hero ſtil} ontdoes all Homer”s Gods, . 
For *tis a turn of State when e't he nods. (SL Wh 
Thus, though they prate of Time and Place, andTi: 
For five good Plays youll find five hundred ill, _ 
Fly then the reading this vain Jingling ſtuff, 
Such fullogs Authors we can't loath enuft. 


Bur, if in what's ſublime you take delight, 
Lay Shakeſpear, Ben and Fletcher in your fight: 


Where Human AQions are with Life expreſt, 


'There x 
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There the kind Lovers modeſtly complain, - 

So paſſionate, yout fee their inmoſt pain, & 
Pity and wiſh their Love not plac'd in vain. | 
There Wit and £4rt, and Nature you may lee | 
In all their ſtatelieft Dreſs and Bravery : | 
None er yet wrote, .or er will write again . 

$ So loſty things, in ſuch a Heav nly ſtrain ! -_ | 


|  Whene'r I Himler, or Othello read, (dread 5 | 
8 My Hair ſtarts up, and my Nerves ſhrink with | 
Pity and fear raiſe my concern {till higher, | 
18 Till, betwixt both, I'm ready to expire ! 
"8 When curſed Fago, cruelly, 1 ſce | 
[8 Work up the -oble Moore to Jealoufie, | 
(3 How cunningly the Villain weaves his ſin, | 
18 And how the other takes the Poiſon in ; | 
'F Or when I hear his God-like Romazs rage, | 
| And by what juſt degrees he does afſwage | 
'Their fiery temper, recolle& thewr Thoughts, 
Make *em' both weep, make 'em both own their | 
| 
| 


«+ | Fats; mT | 

When theſe and other ſuch-like Scenes I ſcan, 
I Tis _=_ great Soul, I think thee more than 
I aft. ; þ ' 

Bf Homer was blind. yet cou'd all Nature ſee; 

Thos wer*t unlearn'd,' yet knew as' much as He ? 
Mo 7.im0n, Lear, The Tempeſt, we may find 
'Myaſt Images of thy unbounded mind; 

heſe have been alter*d by our Poers now, 

And with ſucceſs too, that we muſt allow ; _. 

Third days they get when part of thee is ſhown, 

Which they -but ſeldom ;— when alPs their _ 
| Nor 


bh 


Wentfr yet, nor e'r ſhall an Author fee, 
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Nor ſhall Philaſter, the Maids Trageay, | 
Thy Kjng and no Kjng, Fleicher, ever dy, An 
But ſtand in the firſt rank that claim Eternity : {|} W! 
Yet they are damn'd by a pert, modern W:r:; k 
But he {how'd not have cenſur'd, or not writ : | Tt 
To dingy good Plays, and make his own much} 1" 
| worle, Xt 
Though I ſhall ſpare him, does deſerve a Curſe: Ant 
*Tis true, he can ſpeak Greek, but what of that? 0 
It makes men no more w/e than Riches far. 
This Maxim then ought ne*r to be forgot, J Err 
An arrant Scholar 15 an arrant Sor. I ut 


Thee, mighty Ber ! we ever ſhall afeQ, L 
Thee ever mentzon with profound Reſpe& ; 


Thou moſt Judicious Poet ! moſt corre&! Te 14 
I know not on what fingle Play to fall ; Che 
Thou did'ſt arrive t' an Excellence in all. Th 
Yet we mult give thee but thy juſt deſert ; (2: - 


Thou'd'ſt leſs of ature, though much more oF 
The Springs that move our Souls thou did'ſt not 
touch : # 
But then thy Judgement, care and pains were ſuch 
That wrote {o many perfe? Plays as thee : 
Not one vain humour thy ſtri& view eſcapes, |; Alr 
All ro thou hadit dreſt in all their prop 
ſhapes. | } 
Hail, ſacred Bards! Hail, you Immortal #hree 


Yave won the Goal of vaſt Eternity, bod 
- And} Th 
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And built your ſelves a Fame, where you will live 
While we have Wits to read, and they have praiſe 

. toguve. 
'Tis ſomewhere ſaid, our Courtiers ſpeak more wit 
<{ In Converſation than theſe Poers writ : | 

TI Unjuſt detraftion, like it's Author, baſe, | 
z.# And it ſhall here ſtand branded with diſgrace. 
+2} Not but they had their failings too, bur then 
I They were ſich Fav'ts as only ſpoke *em men; 

Errors which Human Frailty muſt allow ; 

B But ah ! who can forgive ourErrors now ? 


 - employ, hg 

It is a Banquet that will never cloy ; 

Chaſt, Moral Writers, ſuch as wiſely tell 
The happy, uſeful Art of /iving well : | 
How you may chuſe a M/treſs, or a Friend, 
On which the comfort of our lives depend : | 
How you may Flat? rers, Kyaves and Bawds avoid, 
By which ſo vaſt a portion of Mankind's deſtroy'd. 
alike the Authors that have lately writ ; 

ho in their P/ays ſuch CharaFers admit, 

0 vile, ſo wicked, they ſhou'd puniſh't b 

'F Almoſt as much as Oztes for Perjury : 
Actween *em both they have half. i'd the Age] 
Me has diſgrac't the Pulpir, they the Stage. 


. Think ye vain ſcrib/ing Tribe of Shirley's fate... 
You that write Plays, and you, too, that tranſlate; 
Think how he lies in D#ck-l2e Shops forlorn, 
And ne'r ſo much as mention'd but with ſcorn 

| N 2 _ Think 


| It Plays you love, let theſe your Thoughts 


=. $62. 


| 
| 
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Think That the end of all your boaſted kill, | y 5,4 
As I preſume to propheſie it wall, - | c : 
Juſtly, for many of you write as ll. | 
Change, change your Bas, and write Satyr all, I 
Convert the little W:# you have to Gall :- ,f p 
Care not to what a Bulk your Writings {well, Þ gg 
What matter is't how little, ſo *tis well ? 

Then turn your chicfeſt ſtrength againſtthe Szagr, Þ Her, 
Which you have made the N#/azce of the Age ; | wh 


Strive that judicious way to get applauſe, Are 
And remedy ſome of the ills you cauſe ; | 7 
Laſh the lewd Aors ---- but firſt ſtop your zoſe,) Þl Yer, 
It is a ſtinking Theme, may diſcompoſe Till 


All but your ſelves --- almoſt as bad as thoſe. } I The 
Let this thought ſcrew you to the higheſt pitch; g0y; 
They ep you poor, and you have made then | wh 
rich | But 

Toil d night and day tr encreaſe theirill got ſtor 1 mt 
And who do they deſpiſe and laugh at more? - 

But make you dance attendance, Cap in hand, 
'That once, like Spazzels, were at your Command; | The 
Wou'dcringe and fawn, and who ſo kind as they [ipt 


If you butpromis'd they ſhould have their Ply Hox 
But foce-Hart dy'd, and the #wo Houſes join'd, W Tha 
What get ye? what incouragement-d'ye find? .' I þ te 


Yet ſtill you write and-ſacrifice your eaſe ; #4 Wh 
Your Plays too ſhall be afted, it they pleaſe. Wo i 
Let nothing then your ſenſe of wrong aſſwage, | The 
The Mnſes: Foes.ſhou'd feel the Mules rage; | || Yet 
But (till confine your {elf to zrath, for that - | Rat 
Is the main mark Satyr ſhou'd level at, 


Go 
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Go-not beyond ; no baſe thing muſt be done, 
| Let juſtice and not malice lead you on : 
| To pleaſe, for once, Pl give you an Eſſay, 
| And in ſo good a caſe am proud to-lead the way, 


Prepare we then to go behind the Scezes, 
'F And take a turn among the copper Kzngs and 
Queens. | | 

© | Here *tis our Callow Lords are fond of ſuch, 

\ | Which theirown Foormer often ſcorn to touch. 
Are theſe fit. to be lov'd, to be embrac't ? 

| Goats are more ſweet, and Monkeys are more chaſt, 
Yet, by denyal, they'l enflame deſire, ; 
Till the hot-Youth burns in his am rous fire, 8 
Then. wantonly into their Sh#fts retire ; } 

; | Spur'd on by luſt, the Durce purſues the Dame, 

F Where, nightly, they repeat the fulſom Game. 
But talking of their ſhifts I mourn, my Friend, 

8 I mourn thy ſad, unjuit, diſaſterous end ; 

Here *twas thou did'ſt reſign thy worthy Breath, 

And fell the Victim of a ſudden Death : - 

The ſhame, the guilt, the horror and diſgrace, 

«tf Light on the Punk, the Murderer and the Place... 

How well do thoſe deſerve the general hiſs, 

That will converſe with ſuch a thing as this? 

& ten times caſt off Drab, in Venus Wars 

Who counts herSzs, may as well count the Stars; 

$0 inſolent ! it is by all allow'd 

There never was ſo baſe a thing, ſo proud : 

Yet Covetous, ſhe proſtitute with any, 

Rather than wave the getting of a penny ; 


N 3 Fox 
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For the whole Harveſt of her youthful Crimes | , gr 
She hoards, to keep her ſelf in future times, Tha: 
That by her gains zow ſhe may zhez be fed, . N 
Which, in effeQt's to damn her {elf for bread, 


Yet in her Morals this is thought the belt ; — th 
Imagine then the lewdnelſs of the ref. W 


An Afreſs now ſo fine a thing is thought, J58 
A Place at Court leſs eagerly is ſought : : 


When once in that Soczety enrolld, » (told; wo 
Streight by ſome Reverend Bawd you'l hear *enfÞ py; 
Now ts the time you may your Fortune raiſe, ot 
And ſpark it, like a Lady, all your days : | V 
But the true meaning's this. Vow i the time, Þ ry. 
Now tin your heat of youth, aud Beauty's prime, If al 
With open Blandiſhment and ſecret Art, The 
To glide into ſome keeping Cully's heart, Inv 
Who neither ſenſe nor Manhood underfands, "Hy 
nd jilt him of his Patrimonial Lands ; Dot: 


Others this way have grown both great and rich : AR 
Preferment you can't miſs tnd be a Bitch. - + | 
This 1s the train that ſooths her ſwift to Vice, || x,q 


So ſhe be fine, ſhe cares not at what price; For 
Though her lewd Body rot, and her good name } 
Be all one blot of Infamy and ſhame ; Let 


For with good riggins,though they have no kill, Þ| ,+:; 

They'l find out —= be they ok {0 ll. _ 
How great a Brute is Man ! a Nymph that's true, #£ 
Lovely and Wealthy, nay and Vertuous too, ; Aint 
(Of which, alas ! we know there are but few))Þ Yet 
Ev'n ſuch they can deſpiſe,throw from theirArms, | But 
.And think a thrice fluxt Player has more Chan ry 
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A greater Curſe for theſe I cannot find, 
Than wiſhing they continue in that mind. 
Now for the Men, and thoſe, too, we ſhall find 


{As vile, as vain, as vitious in their kind, 


Here oxe who once was, as an Author notes, 


nA Hawker « ſold old Books, Gazets and Votes, - 
is grown prime Vizier now, a Man of parts, 


" 


The very load-ftone that attraQts all Hearts, 
In's own conceit that is, for ne'r was E/f 
So very much Enamor'd of himſelf : 

But *tis no matter, let him be ſo ſtill, 


{it gives us the more ſcope to think him ill. 


No Parts, no Learning, Senſe, or Breeding, yet 

He ſets up for th? only Judge of Wr#. 

If all cou'd judge of H/# that think they can, 

The arrant'ſt Aſs wou'd be the Wittieſt Man. 

In what e'r Company he does engage, 

He 1s as formal as upon the Sage, 

Dotard ! and thinks his ſtiff comportment there 

A Rule for his Behaviour every where. 

To this we'll add his Lucre, Luſt and Pride, 

And Knav*ry, which, in vainhe ſtrives to hide,\ 

For through the thin diſguiſe the Canker'd heartf 
is ſpy'd. | | 7 


| Let then his a##ing ne*r ſo much be priz'd, 


'Tis ſure his converſe is much more deſpis'd. 


Another you may ſee, a Comick Spark, 
Aims to be * Lacy, but ne*r hits the mark. 
Yet that he can make ſport.muſt be confeſt, 
But, Echo-like, he but repeats the Jeſt. 


* 4 Famous Comedian, 


N 4 Ta 
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To be well laught at is tus whole delight, Sup 
And, *faith, in that we do the Coxcomb right : Þ| But 
Though the Comedian makes the Audience roar, | Th 


When off the Stage the Booby tickles more. Put 
When ſuch are born, ſure ſome ſoft Planet rules; | An 
He is too dull ev'n to converſe with Fools. An 

| Sta 

A third, a punning, drolling, Bantring Aſs, | 

Cocks up and fain wou'd for an Author pals. 
His Face for Farce nature at firſt deſign'd, _ Th 
And matcht it too with as Burleſque a mind, It 1 


Made him pert, vain, a Maggot, vile, ill-bred, || Tl 
And gave him heels of Cork, and brains of lead. }| As 


| | Tl 

To ſpeak ?em all were tedious to diſcuſs, So 
But if you'l take 'em by the Lump, they're thus; | D! 
A pack of idle, pimping, ſpunging Slaves, | U 
A Miſcellany of Rogues, Fools and Knaves ; It 


A Net of Leachers, worſe than Sodom bore, 

And juſtly merit to be puniſh't more : | 

Diſcas'd, inDebt, and eyery moment dun'd; ?1 

By all good Chriſtians Iloath'd , and their own | A 
' Kindred ſhun'd. __ - ow ; 

To ſay more of '*em wou'd be loſs of time; 1 

or it, with Juſtice, may be thought a Crime 

To let ſuch Rubbiſh have a place in Rhime, ) 


Now hear a wonder that will well declare 
How extravagantly lewd ſome Womea are : 
For ev'n theſe:men, baſe as they: are and vain, 
OurPunks:of higheſt Quality maintain ; 


Suppl 
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Supply their daily wants (which are not ſlight) 
But?tis, that they may be ſupply'd at night. _— 
Theſe in their Coaches they take up and down, 2 


Publiſh their foul diſgrace o'er all the Town, 
And ſeem to take delight it ſhou'd be known ; ) 
And known it ſhall be, in my pointed Rhimes 
Stand Infamous to all ſucceeding Times. 


} 


That from the Play-Houſe takes immediate riſe 
It is the unexhauſted Magazin 

That ſtocks the Land with Vanity and Sin: 

As the New- River does, from I/lington, 
Through ſeveralPipes ſupply ev? 


It wou'd be eridleſs to trace all the Vice / 


n halfthe Town} 
So the Luxurious lewdneſs of the Sage, | 
Drain'd off, feeds half the Brothels of the Age. 
Unleſs theſe ills, then, we cou'd regulate, 

It ought not to be ſuffer*d in the Szare. 


More might be faid ; but by what's ſaid, we ſee 
'Tis the ſum total of all Infamy, / 
And thence conclude, by flouriſhing ſo long 
It has undone Numbers, both Old and Young; 
That many hundred Souls are now unbleſt, 
Which _ had dy'd in Peace, and found ceroa 
reſt. __ . | 


| TheEnd of theSatyr againſt the Play-Howſe. 
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TO THE 


| Right Honourable 
CHARLES» 


|: EARL: of 
Dorfer and Middleſex, 6c. 


My Lord, : 
H E beſt Excuſe the Author 
T of a Dedication can make bis 
Patron, *, in my Judgment, to af- 
ſure bim he ſball not be troubled with 
bis future Impertinence. IT have oft 
preſum'd upon your Lordſbip's Good- 
neſs,and can no otberwiſe make _ 
Fan 


fe 


i 
4 
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than by proteſting this is the laſt time | 
Ffbalt offend you in this N{ature. | 
Poetry has bitherto been my Diver- | 
fion ; I muſt take care it does not en- | 
croach upon my better Judgment, and 


oblige me to make it my buſineſs : in 
order to if, T here take a ſolemn and 
Lofting leave of it : Your Lordſhip 


bas ſet the Example. In your Youth | 


Poeſie, ſometimes, ſnatch't a moment 
or. two from your other Diverſions, 
and never, indeed, did ſo ſmall time 
produce ſo lovely an Une ; Whatever 
you writ was full of that Fancy, 
Wit and Judgment; which made, 


and does yet make your Converſation, 


of all things, moſt deſorable and charm- 


Ing : but now grown t04n age mature, 


. more ſolid and ſublime things are be- 


| cometbe Favorites of your choice and 


ſtugy 


| ) 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory: 
findy. Poetry ſhou'd never be.ex- 
tertatn'd in a Man's Boſome, ſhe may 
ſometimes be admitted to make a Vit 
and away ; her conſtant converſe is 
vain and trivial : What Cowley 
ſays pon another occaſeon, T cond, 
methinks naturally adapt to my pre- 
ſent thoughts of Foetry ; 


My Eyes are open'd and I fee 
Through the tranſparent Fallacy. 


Indeed, my Lord, to be always 
verſefying ,, is to be always waſtin 
ger Td oetiows Gift 7 arg. 
T ime avithout ſo much as the pretence 
of Gain for an Excuſe : But ſay that 
a Man were worthy of praiſe, and 
that bis Writings really deſerv'd it ; 
yet that Chamelion diet z* a little = 

thin 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory? 

thin for a Poet's conſtitution; thongh 
 Þ milft confeſs, if 'twere poſſible to live 

pon Air , our Modern Rhimers 

wou'd find out the ſecret. But ſonce 
"tis not, "tis time, my Lord, to tak 

my leave of an unkind Miſtreſs, and 

not with them doat on till I am in 
_ danger of ſtarving. 


Tam, My Lord, 


_ 


Your Lordſhip's moſt humble | 


And much obliged Servant, ; 


+ 


bi "me R. Goull | : 


l, 


Adveruſemenr, 


TT Have endeavour d in this Poem towrite as 
| bold Truths as Icou'd, and, 1hope, without 
offence to good Manners ; Though ſome may 
imagine Thave ſwerv'd from it in the Characters 
at the latter end of the Satyr : But 1 wou'd have 
the Critick know , that if there are really ſuch 
Perſons as be there deſcrib'd, they ought to have 
the Reprebenſion there given : for where Folly and 
Knavery are ſo viſible , T will be ſo much a Lez 
veller as to believe there ought to be no Reſpect 


of Perſons. Twou'd be very unhappy for Rich 


Men, and a priviledge, 1 think, they ought not 
to boaſt of, if their Birth, or Wealth, jÞou'd 
exempt *em from being told of their Errours. How- 
ever no Mans Reputation is injur'd; for, as 1 
have ſaid in the Satyr, (which to Judicious Men 
will juſtify the honeſty of my Intention.) 


Tho? I ſhall laſh their Fau'ts, I'11l ſpare to name, 
I bur expole their Falies, not their Fame. 


O A\S&4- 


f1 


_. 1y5 


SATYR 


| MAN. 


Who againſt the fair Sex drew my Pex, 
| With equal fury now attack the Mer; 
© | Whom, if ſpare, on me the Curſe befall, 

Of being thought the vileſt of em all. 


- Ye injur'd Spirits of that Virgin-train, 

Who by unfaithful Lovers once were ſlain, 

| Cropt from-your Stalks, like Flow*rs, in all your 
prime, | 
To languiſh, fade and dy before your time: 

| in vain the Nymph was faithful to her Maze, 

Your #r#th cou*'d not protett you from your Fate; 
Your truth, too cold to melt th? obdurate mind 
Of Man, whoſe Nature is to be unkind : 

If you, chaſt ſhades, e&'r condeſcend to know, 
Enthron'd above, what Mortals do below ; : 
q O 2 I 
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If ſtill you can your Earthly wrongs reſent, 

And with the. perjur'd Wretches laſting puniſh- 
ment, . 

Aſſiſt my Muſe in her Satyrick flizht ; 

_ Lend herbut 7age, and ſhe ſhall do you 72947. 


Where enter the vaſt Circle of his Sin ? 
Or how get out of it, when once I'm in ? 
Max ! who was made to govern all things, yet 
No. other Brute is govern'd with fo little wit : 


Maz is my Theme --- but where ſhall I "Y 


So oddly temper'd and ſo apt to ſtray, 


There's not a Dog but's wiſer in his way: 
Thinks he ſees all things, but ſo dim his Eye, 
He's furtheſt off, when he believes he's nigh. 
Pretends to Heav'n your Footſteps to convey, 
Thea raiſes M:/#s, and makes-you loſe your way. 


Slave to his Paſſions, every ſeveral luſt 
Whisks him about, , as Whirlwinds do the duſt; 
And duſt he is indeed, a ſenceleſs Clod, (God. 
That {wells and ſtruts, and wou'd be thoughts 
So {elfſh, inſolent and vain, whene*r 
In his git Coach the Pageart does appear, 

He mult be thought juſt,gearous, will and brave, 
Though 'a known Coxconib, and a fearful Slave. 
This ſhews us Fortune, 1n her giddy mood, 
Rains bounty every where, but where ſhe ſhou'd, 
'To merit falſe, and all that's good and brave, + 
But ever faithful to the Fool! and Knave. 
Good Heav?*n! that ſuch ſhou'd have fo little ſenks, 
Yet, at the ſame time, ſo much Impudence, 
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To think they bear more vale than the reſt, 
Becauſe they ſwear more, and go better dreſt ; | 
Yetſo it 1s, the gawdy Coxcomb's priz'd, ' _ 
And the braye, thread-bare, honeſt Soul deſpis'd. 
How wain is Man, and how perverſe his will ? 
That may be good, and by his choice is ill, 


Where er Self-Intereſt calls, he's ſure to go, 
But never matters where *tis juſt, or no : 
Juſtice he laughs at, thinks there's no ſuch-tye, - 
$ lives, ſo, like a Beaſt, deſigns to dy. | 
&s greater Fiſh upon the lefler prey, | 
As Wolves on Sheep, that from the Shepherd ſtray, 
So Man on Man pour out their rage and ſpite, 
Make violence and rapine their delight, 6 
Till with revenge they ve gorg'd their Appetite. 
Not bounded by Divine, or Humane Law, 
Too proud to humble, and too ſtrong to aw. 
They break the Bars zature her ſelf has laid, 
And every ſacred Priviledge invade. 


; | New Worlds of Vice he daily does explore; 


His Sea of Villany's without a ſbore. 

Ev'n while he ſleeps his dreams are full of blood, 
And, waking, he reſolves to make *em good : 

Or ſay againit their Treachery you provide, 

It is but having Power an their ſide, | 


\ | And that does till to the ſame Centre draw, 
Corrupt the Judge, and murder you by Law : 


Witneſs the Crew that, late, exulting ſtood, 


[And waſh't their impious hands in Royal Blood : 


If from their SubjeCt's rage Kings are not free, 
What muſt the Wretch expe& of mean degree? - 
| O 3 Not 
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. Not in an Age he ſees a happy hour, 


Vertue and Poverty are Slaves to:Pow'r; 
And oft, to ſatisfy the Tyrant's Luſt, 

(Hard fate ! that 'tis ſo dangerous to be juſt !) 
Are forc'd to bend and crawl, andlick the duſt, 
How vain is Man, and how perverſe his will, 

That may be good, and chuſes to be ill ? 


Deceitful, {lothful, covetous and baſe, 
A Devil's Intelle&, an Angel's Face : 
When er he ſmiles, *tis then you ſhou'd heware, 
To your aſſiſtance ſummon all your care, - 
Some ſpecious Villany lies lurking there : 
Which oft 15 dreft in ſuch a bright diſguiſe, 
The dazling Luftre does deceive thewile, 


And wiſe men, too, are Villains oft themſelyes; 


What Pilot ſo expert to ſcape theſe Rocks and 
Shelves ? | < \14] 

Ev*n Frienaſhip, which of old gain'd laſting Fame, 

Is, 1n theſe latter times, nought but a name: 

Who calls you Friexd avoid, unleſs you know 

Subſtantial Reaſon why he ſhou'd be 1o : 

In that di/gxz/e all Villanies are done, 

In that dz/gziſe they're hardeſt, too, to ſhun. 

Husbands, whoisit makesyour Conſorts Whores? 

Your Friexd,noneelſe cancome within your doors 

Who is it proves to Oath and Bond unjuſt ? 

Your Friend, your Enemies you never truſt ; 

Or if you do, y* are very far from wiſe, 

And Kyave and Fool we equally deſpiſe. 

Who is it does your ſecret Soul betray, | 

And bring your darkeſt thoughts to open _ 

ts!) ” Who 
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Who.is it;. but your Friend? in whoſe falſe breaſt 
You fondly-thought they:wou'd for ever reſt. 
The Heart of Man is to it {elf untrue, 
And why thou'd you expett-irjuſt to you.? 
Friendſhips, at beſt, are but like Bruſh-wood fire, 
Shine bright a while, and in a blaze expire. 

How wain'is Man, and how perverſe his will? 

He maybe good, and by his «wr is ul! 


4 


Who protefts moſt let him be leaſt believ'd, 
For *tis by ſuch w' are ſure-to be decerv'd. 
Bv'n I my ſelf once thought had a Friexd, 
For- boundleſs was the love he did pretend: - 
Riches he did not want, he rowl'd in Coin, 
Which he oft ſwore was no more his than mine : 
He wow'd do nothing without my advice, 
Friendſhip's beſt fign, for nozr#e Friend is Nice. 
I too adord him with ſo bright a Flame, 
Angel to Angel cou'd but do the fame. . 
At his approach all leſſer Joys took flight, | 
Evian Women'I contemn'd ; he was the-/zght . 
That rul'd'the day, they did but rule the ihr. ) 
And that too oft -- upon his gentle Breaſt 
My Cares, and every anxious thought took reſt. 
[t happn'd once that I was low of ſtore ; 
(tis no wonder Poets ſhou'd be poor): - 
In this afiQed State, *twas no ſmall-Bliſs | 
Iwas afſur*d of ſuch a Friend as this: 
On him, ſaid-I, on him I may depend, 
I cannot need ſo much, as he will lend ; 
He will be proud his Conſtancy is try'd: --= - 
Task't him, and, by Heav'n, I was deny'd ! 
Tone O 4 And 
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And.ne'r ſince then will he {0 much as' greet, 


Nay not:take notice of me when wemect; 29 
But, when he {ces me,; turns-away/his Eye, + - +: 


Or with proud ſcorn does:walk revandibe by. / 
Traytor to Friendſhip !;may. thy ſpotted Nar arhs' 
Stand branded here with'everlaſting ſhame. 
But *ris no wonder, ſearch and you will find 
'The ſame Ingratitude through all Mankind : 
Not Madmen, when they 're in their raving bit, 
Nor the pert Fop, that wou'd be thought a wilh 
Reciting Poet, or Llliterate Cir; ._.'! | 
Not flutt'ring Officers, at Mid-nighit drunk, 
That ſcowr the ſtreet in the purtuit of Puok,. 
Nor ought, be it as horrid as it can, | 
Is more avoided than the Borrowing Man ! 
How wain is Man, and how perverſe his will, 
That may be good, and chuſes t6 be ill ? 


Reader, I write not this to make. thee lend, 
Unleſs y'are'ſure *tis to'a real Friend, F:. 
If youi doubt that, hear not what he; -entreats ;\ | 
For oxe-that's honeſt there's tex thouſavt cheats ;' 
Why then ſhou'd any be ſo vain. to truſt, 
When'tis ſuch odds, the Debror proves anjuſt?_/ 
A Friend's a Friend, and ſo he ſhoud be us'd,  : 
But think #wo Mez your Friends, you'll be abusd. 
The Voy's' of Men are of the britleft kind, _ 
Lighter than Children's Bubbles droye by wind, 
Vary all Colours, blown ſo thin and weak, 

As if, like them, juft made for ſportito break. 

How prone to promiſe, and how falfe of heart 

. Women beſt know, for _ haye felt the honey 
: What 
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hat Female ever had the happineſs 4,1 
To-find her Lover all he did profeſs ? = 
Much for. Inzconſtancy.that Sex 1s fam'd; ' BY 
Butnow in their own Mother Art they*reſham'd j 
The Swains,the Tyrant,and the Nymphis blamd:3: 
Moſt to be fear*d when he does figh-and whine;)- 7 
Much he'does talk, but little does deſtgn, & 
And thinks them Devils whom he calls devine :)/; 
Knows he's unfaithful, yet will ſwear h's true, 
Nay, which-is worſe, call Heav'n to vouch it too: 
But *tis all Luſt, ſpoke when his blood is warm, : 
And the next Face he ſees does end the charni.- 1 

How vain is Man, and how perverſe his will 

He may be good, and chuſes to be 4ll. 


No Vice ſo diſtant; but within his view, - 

Nor Crime ſo horrid, which he dares not do. -: .' 
Treaſon's a "Trifle, 'tisa frequent thing , + :/; 
To hear the ſawcy Subje&t brave his King +: . / i 
Give him worſe "Terms than Tizkers in their Ale 
Throw on a 'Trull, too liberal of her Tay]. 
Adultery a venial ſlip, no more; K 
Now growna Trade, what e'r 'twas heretofore ; 
For ſome there are (O whither's Vertue fled! | 
O ſtrange perverſion of the Nuptial Bed!) ; 
That by VenerealDrudgery get their daily Bread. 


Admitted Gentleman oth? firſt degree, (three. 
Till he. has thrice been clap'd, and murder'd# 
Inceſt but laught at, made a Buffoon jeſt - 
A Siſter now, as G---- has oft canfeſt, 
Is &en as good a Morſel as the beſt. R 

er 1 Vn. 


Murder and Pox ſo common, none can be ; | 
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Ev*n Sacriledge:and Rifling of the dead 
(By impious hands torn from! their ſheets of lead) 
Meets Praiſe ; inay ſome, though. hard to be be- 
 iev'd, RR x21 (receiv'd, 
Have ſtolh the Plate in which they'd juſt before 
In ſhort, fo much Man's violence prevails,' --- ©. 
Our Churches muſt be made. as ſtrong as:Fay!s. 
Bat you'l obje& that ſuch as:theſe, we find, 
Are Scoundrels, and the fag-end of Mankind; - 


Beftteath our Satyr --- ſearch the High-ways then, 
There you'l be-ſure to meet with Gentlemen: 
But being well born makes il:men the worſe, 


Decay, their next relief'sto take a Purſe. | 
Villains that ſtrip-the needy Peaſanr bare. 
Depriv'd of that he got with toyl and care 3 
Raviſh poor helpleſs Women, barbarous AQ ! 
Thea ftab 'em, left they ſhou'd reveal the FaR./ 
But what they lightly get they ſpend as faſt, 
Their Lives in diffolute Embraces waſt, | 
Till they are caught, adjudgd , their Crimes 
confeſt, | 
And then unpittied dy --- and ſo dy all the reſt. 
How with is Man, and how perverſe his will, 
That may be good, and chuſes to be ill ? 


Thrice happy thoſe that liv'd in Times of old, 
W hat they call Braſs was, ſure, an Age of Gold, 

When Man by aQtive Games: was hardy made; 

Ev'a War was then an honourable Trade : 

By that they ſtrove t? immortalize their Name, - 

Nor did they miſs of their intended Fame : 


Through 
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Through Hills they hew'd and div'd through Seas 
of blood, (good. 
Were prodigal of life for their dear Countries - 
Faitions then ſtrove not to ſubvert the State, 

As they do now, andas they'vedone of late : 
They were not plagud with Jealouſies and 'Fearg, 
A Prieſt cou'd not ſer Nations by the Ears: | 
| Religious Wars and Brawls they did contermn, 
We fight for that, yet have much'leſs than them. 
Thus Honour, Truth and Juſtice was their aim ; 
Their Sons ſaw this and learnt the way to Fame. 
How unlike them are we ? that train our Youth 
To trade, that is t' impertinence and floth ; | |. 
In no one thing ingenious and compleat, 
But rubbing of a Confer, and to cheat. 1A 
Send *em, fond Parents, out againſt the Turk, - 
Though idle here,they will not there want work 
It is a glorious Cauſe, and let *em roam; - - 
Better to dy abroad, than cheat to {ive at home,” 

How wain is Man, and how perverſe his will, 

c That may be good, and chuſes to be ill? 


But Trade, youwl ſay, ought not to be deſpis'd, 
That has, and is ev'n now by Princes priz d, 
Keeps Millions iz employ, who elſe wou'd know 
What ſtrength they had, and into FaQtions grow, 
Diſfturb the Publick Peace ; Nothing ſo rude 

As an untaw'd, ungovern'd Multitude : 

Nay more, by trade Cities grow rich, and riſe 
Is a ſhort time to Emlate the Skies --= 
They do, indeed, and we.may know as well, 
'Tis riches makes 'em murmur and rebel : 

q | Thoſe 
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Thoſe (Crowds whom you pretend their Trade 
deters | 

From launching into civil ftrife and Jars, 

Made. that a cauſe of our Inte#tine harms, 


For *tis their chief pretence to take up Arms; 


If they grow poor, ſtrait, with a joint conſent, 
They lay the fault upon the Government, 
When *tis falſe dealing among one another; _ 
One half of Mankind lives by ſtarving t* other. 
In Groſs, or in Retail, for both ways meet, 
And make this Truth their {ertre, Trades a cheat. 
What difference 1s there, *pray, between the Man 
That-cuts my throat, and who does what he can, 
By ſpectous guile, to graſp away my ſtore, 
And, to grow rich himſelf, wou'd make his Fa- 
ther poor ? | 
qubtleſs,though t' other ſeems themore accurſt, 
he ſecret, irasing-Villain is the wortlt, 
So of Religion, the bold Atheiſt, who | 
Says there's noGod, though impious and untrue, 
Is better than the Fhpocrite, whoſe Zeal 
Is but a Cloak the Y7/laiz to conceal. 
How wain is Man, and how perverſe his will ? 
He may be good, and chuſes to be j1!. 


But here I muſt, with Indignation, ſhow 
W hat Crime from ſeeming [anitity does flow, 
Wou'd you a Raſcal be of the fir/ſ# Raxe, 
And make a noted Fzgare in the State, 
Pretend Religion, *tis a ſure diſguiſe, Ws 
Makes Fools adore you, and ev'n blinds the wiſe. 
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Do you for high preferment ly in wait, 
As being Truſtee of ſome large Eſtate ; 
Labour to ſeem but Piows and Dewont, 
And from a thouſand they ſhall pick you out, - 


| Leave to your Management the whole affair, 


Which is, in ſhort, the Ruin of the Hezy. 
Are ye a Scholar ? nay, or are you not ? | 
Put on a Gowx, and to old Beldarns trot, 
Or gowty Burgeſſes that have the rot ; 
razyneſs know Death drawsY 

. near, | 
And then grow holy only out of fear : (were. 
For had they health, they'd ſtill be what they 
Go but to theſe, ſet up a holy Cant, "=. 
Be impudent withal (a Gift we grant | C 
Which your Religious Strowlers ſeldom want.) ) 
Their hearts ſhall yern, and ftreight augment 

your ſtore, | 

While their poor Neighbours periſh at the door. 
In ſhort, there's nothing, be it ne'r ſo ill, 
To Raviſh, Cheat, Forſwear, 'to Bugger, Kill, 


' But, if *tis vailPd with a Religious dreſs, 


Is meritorious, Vertue, Godlineſs. | 

But that the will of Heav?n we plainly find, 

Fixt and imprinted deeply on the Mzzd, 

And Reaſon tells us, Heav'n will bave regard 

To ſcourge bad men, and give the good reward . 

So many errors has Relzgion ſhown, 

And its Profeſſors ſo. irreverent grown, 

I ſhou'd &n think him happieſt that had none. 
How wain is Man, aud how perverſe his will ? 


He may be good, and by his choice is ill, 
FOpLA Yet . 
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Yet Heav'n forbid we ſhou'd include *em all, 
Becauſe moſt of 'em {lip, and many fall ; 
The tainted Members 'tis we here condemn, 
Our pointed Satyr's only aim'd at them. 
Howbeit we ſhall not too nicely pry 
Into their Feafting, Drinking, Leachery ; 
Nor tell how lazily they.lead their Lives, | 
And how they train their Daughters and theis 

Wives ; es Z 

How they, by their Example, vitious grow, 
For 'tis by them they're taught the ills they know; 
Theſe, and what other faults they have beſide, 
Their Foppery, Peeviſhneſs, Self-love and Pride, 
I ſhall paſs o'er in Silence, and will be 
| More Charitable than they wou'd to me : 
A Gift much prais'd by them, as little ſought ;-- 
But who did ever praiſe what he zaught ? 
'The Zealot and th' Enthuſiaſtick Fry 
Shauw'd feel the laſh of our ſeverity, 
But they are ſuch a Frantick ſort of Elves, 
I ſpare them too : beſſde, they flog themſelves; 
Begging their Pardon I have been fo free 
To let the ſuffering World their failings ſee, 
I haſten on (though I much more cou'd add) 
To mention other Grievances as bad. 

Juſtly the Satyr may indulge her rage, 

For never was a more licentious Age. 


J 


The Men of buſineſs, of all ſorts, come next, 
Who ſ{cem to take a Pride to be perplext : 
Contentious, Reſtleſs, never out of ſtrife, 

But make a Drudge, a Hackney Jade of _ n 
uc 
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Much: FRey deſign, but ſcarce know where, '\nor 
| WHncen, Jt 01 OG 
And tire themſelves in plaguing other men ; 
So very ative in their own diſgrace, 
A Dog ought to be pitty'd in their! Caſe. 
Here one, forſpoth ,; ſets up to regulate 
What-ever is amiſs in Church and State ; 


With endleſs chat, and ſcarce a grain of ſenſe, | 


Mixt with a ſhufling fort of Impudence, ! 

Asks himſelf Queſtions which he ner can ſolve, 

And what he ſtrives to unperplex, does but the 
more involve. Bois 

In Coffee- Houſes others waſt their time, 

Yet Halene/s they*l tell you is a crime. | 

Theſe Dolts have ſuch a natural itch to prate 

Of Council, Parliaments and tricks of State, 

Regardleſs of their Families they roam, _. 

And while they gape for news abroad, can. let 
*em ſtarve at home. 

Now for your Pander, whom, if you but ſcan, 

Yow'l find to be a very buſy Man ; 

We'll therefore put him in among the reſt ; 

And, though his Nature's damnable confeſt, 

Of all the buſy Men he is the beft. | 

Your Harpey Lawyer , too, that deep-mouth'd 
throng, 

Who live by what undoes maſt Men, the Tongue; 

Ev'n they, for that vile Tr:be Pll never ſpare, 

Like th' 1zzkeeper nauſt come in for their ſhare. 

| Juſtly the Saryr does indulge her rage, * 
For never was a more Licentious Age. 


Oae 
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:..Qne of theſe Creatures once was ples'J tobe 


So loving as to tell me, Poeſfie 


Was but an'idle,: empty, airy” thing, -(bring 2 


That, for ſaall-profit, much contempt *wout 


By Fools and' omen, true, Taid he, *tis priz'd,” | 


But by the me of of Boſe iveſs {till deſpis'd ; 
The ſober Party,” who know what is beſt; | 


And{ill are paſhing on their T#tereſt. - © | '> q. 


Let that employ-thy thought; and ftrive to ra 
'AiStock of Money, not a 2 Stock of. Praiſe : 

What the World ſays it matters not a T--=d 
You ſee we thrive with every Man's ill word. 
Will Praiſe.pay Houſe-rent, -or-maintain-a Wife? 
That worſe than Plague;.and Hell Oo nes Lik 
Will Praiſe ſecure, a Poet from a F , 
Will Praiſe prote& him when his onda fail? 
Leave then this jingling, ſcribling itch of Rhimb 
Andin ſome gainful art employ thy Time. 


. Buſineſs does: 1d to wealth'a thouſand ways, } 
ile 


I chank you, Sit, cry'd.1 L, though what y po, 
ad, 
Confiderd, is t00 bitterly invei Wd. 


Againſt an _##f6 excellent and rare, (hear! nc 


Which Heav'n inſpires, and Kings are nn to 


The Deity was once ador'd in Verſe, (reherſe [ 
Which beſt and loudeſt cou'd his wondrous worl fy 
Proſe is too weak-that pond'rous weight to raiſe Pre, 


Toothoarſe to'fing a bounteous Maker's praiſe ; 
Whd, when all things were Chaos, with a word 
Order to wild Confuſion did aftord, 


And 


I —— —_— 
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' And from:their, various ſeeds; .indiſcord hurl'd; 
| Rais'd Sur, Moon, Stanxey and a new glorious 


| Warkd:: 4% C12 < 
Moſes; Davids, 'Deboral's. Writings 'ove;: | 
belom-meets more regard above 5: 


; | And1 its Poryereers.juitly are accus 'd, 


True, *tis:nowioft:perverted and ill us'd;. 2 

4 tes the:;good thing: that's. not abus'd 4 

NF finte fdrbufotcſsand the love.of Gain. 
ou 


'd have me leave the bleſt Poetick: ſtrain, 


La :contyourown dear Idol,” Intereſt, '- 
method:is it you cammerid! for beft'? 


'0: The Lav; -replics the Wretch , what thing is | 


Q ' there, 
if rightly ſea that can with Lav compare ? 
7237" Sos cariigiveyou Wings to-ſoar'? 
Ne pe ettbthe Rach, and ſpur the poor'? - 
your Catkiſes while thouſands. ſtarve, y E 
Thou ands that betrer: than ourſelves deſerve; | 
oo Lord it over thoſe you ought to /erve : 
ay theſcare but the light and trivial things,” 
| makes: you queſtion ev'n the; Right of Kings, 
Mounts you upon'the: Pablick Steed with caſe,” 
run th' _ UnwRy Beaſt which her you 
vic Pleaſe. - | 
Law is a ſpacious and a fertile Bild,” | £41 ? 
eld, F 


I Which if well-cultivated-'tis and rill'd: 


Prodigious is th? encreaſe that it does 
What.thing ſo ſoon the ready Caſh advances ? 
And' leaves to! After-times'ſo fair Inheritances ? 


P No 
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| No matter whether got by ri a wrangs.. lh 
' . Youſte their [ſe does ernyo i Ia | 
How much of the Nobility (Yr ſp prung 

onoue 2: 


From us, the bold Antagoniſts of the. 
Whoe're was made a Lord, what Avnels ſhow it? 
Ro_ he, or _ Father was'&-Poet ?. i] 
A little grinning Fame indeed-you | 
But had you' ten times:more you'd Fardhy ear: eat'; 
In Butler's wretched Fate: we ke: \vhac * tis tof 
hive hag Wit. __ | 
Leave therefore writing Madrigal and then, / 
No doubt, youll thrive as well as other men... 


| Jong Sir, faid I, y*ave: _— to 


Too many their gredPriadphs ſbidibe 
How e're, I hope, it wyl not ici. -W 
. Your Choice be Law, let mine be. Preſes : '-I2 
Yet take my thanks for the advice y* "ave gayey" 
T am not yer dilpos'd to be a Ayave. : 4100) 

| 1 


Severe, to human thinking, is che Vids: i, 
That upon true,  unabyait Natures wait: * 
Dare to be honeſt, and you'l ſurely be -- 1 


One of the Yoteries of Poverey «0 ib 
But don't repine ---- there are ſome Joys in \ftore 


For him that's very honeſt ; G__ 
*Tis true, he does not ly on of Down, _. 
Nor with a Sett of F#{anders courſe the Toms ; $f 


Keeps not Six Lacqueys, that it may be ſhown!) 
He does not dare to truſt himſelf lows; ; ; 


] 
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Drinks not the choiceſt Wines, nor does he eat 
The moſt delicious, or moſt Coſtly meat ; 
Keeps aot French Cooks to chatter at the poor, 
4a}: tag ftreagth be foak't up by a Spezgy 

re: 

To this Mans ſhare though none of this does fall, 
Yet he has that which does o'erballance all, 
A Sober, quiet Conſcience, free from ſtain, 
Which the rich Epicure does wiſh in vain ; 
In yaia he'd chink there is no fatwre State, 


He feels his Joad of Sins, and finks beneath the 


While honeſt Men --- but whither do I fteer ? 
or Areas of Honeſty that is ſo rare ? | 
E 


ares ore: and in bulk ſo ſmall, 
Tis doubtful it thete's ſuch a thing at all. | 
Search. (ty, Camp and Conrr, find, if you can, 
That Prodigy 4 Real Honeſt Ms. ; | 
Let me but ſee him, let me kgow his Name, 

And it ſhall be the whole diſcourſe of Fame, 
Above the Clouds I'I raiſe it, ſet it high, 

And give it certain Immortality : 

In the mean time, till ſuch a one is found, 

(and he that ſearches, firſt, muſt walk much ' 


1 For ought we know the Univerſe around.) 


+ 
ik®? 
fo 
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Juſtly the-Satyr may indulge her rage, 
For never was a more Licentious Age. 


Go ta the Conntry, if you think to ſee 
The old, fam'd, Primitive Simplicity; 


P 2 'A 
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A-Temperate ſort of People, Grave and Wile, 
All Follies hate, and all Exceſs deſpiſe, | 
You'l be deceiv'd ; for you ſhall quickly thiok, 
Both poor and rich were all baptiz'diin drink ; 
Eternal Sots | when the Brown-Bowl's 1n uſe, 
Y” ad better meet a baited Bear broke looſe : 
Then for Tobacco, every Atehouſe there, 
Wou'd Suffocate ten Coffee-Houſes here. * 
Take*em from talking of Hawks, Horſes, Dogs, 
And you'l find them but little more than Hogs ; 
A ftupid, Obſtmate, *TIliterate Race, ' '' 
- Their Makers overſight and Man's diſgrace : 
In Converſe, of all things, -moſt like a Bear, 
And have juſt ſuch another charming Air. 
Nay ev'n the better ſort are much the ſame, 
Scarce Souls enough to aCtuate their Frame, 
And have of Chri#ian nothing but the Name : 
Yet when their Ale dull Notions does create, 
Shall think *tis only they can ſteer the Helm of 
. State. | os 
Plain-dealing is a thing they all profeſs, 
| But of all ſorts of Creatures none have lefs : 
Under the ſpecious Veil of Innocence 
(That things fo faul ſhou'd have thatfair pretence) 
They ſhall o'er-reach the honeſt and the wile ; 
"For who'd ſuſpe&t a Cheat in that Diſguiſe ? 
Againſt the Town for ever they inveigh, 
And yet are quite as vitious-in their way. 
Juſtly the Satyr does indulge her rage, 
For never was a more Licentious Age. 


Let 


S, 
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Let not the tawdry Towz be here too proud, - 

Or think her Fo/lies and her Faults allow?d, 
Becauſe, -as yet, the Muſe has filent been; | 
But ſhe but waits her time to draw the Scene: - 
The Sexe ſhe draws --- and now youhavea view y 
Of every Villany that Man can do, 
An abſtraCt of all Vices, old and new ; 
A Fund Immenſe, that won't exhauſted be 
Till Time has ſhot the Gulf of round Eternity. ' 
No Crime's a Stranger here, here all abound, 
And none ſo bad but have ProteQion found. 
To tell *em fingly were a task as vain 
As in a ſhowre to count the drops of rain; 
Yet thus far we premiſe as to the main, 
That ſhou'd a ſerious Man waſt ſome few days - 
At Taverns, Brothels, Parks, Spring-Gardens, Plays, 
And take the pains, impartially, to mind 
The Vanities and Vices of Mankind; 
Their bragging, pratling, dancing, damning, 

drinking, 
Gyants 1n talk, and leſs than Dwarfs in thinking ; 
Their ProjeRs, lewd Diſcourſes, and Amours, 
Their wanton Ciry-Wives, and ſtinking Suburb 

Whores ; 


Pimps, Poys'ners, Padders, and half-witted Lords, 


Brib'd Fadees, damn'd upon their own Records; 
In Courts of Juſtice, little Juſtice had, 
Knights of the Poſt, and other Kyjights as bad. 
Shou'd he theſe Monſters ſee, and many more, 
(For ye might eaſily augment the ſtore) 


214 A Satyr upon Man. 
What cou'd: he think ? what cou'd. he thence 
deduce, | | 
But Sodows was reviv'd, or Hell broke looſe ? 
His Hair with Horrour ftifin'd, he woy'd fay, 
We merited the -Flames as much as they, 
And that the Devils went before but to prepareſ 
Our way. 
Juſtly the Satyr does indulge her rage, 
For never was a more Licextions Ape. 


But that which moſt ſurprizes me, is when 
I nicely mind the difference of men ; 
. All wide from one another in their will, 
Alike in only this, that al are ill; 
All ill, but then each takes a ſeveral way, 
And chuſes his y-path to go aſtray, | 
*T will here be proper then to fix remarks 
On ſome particular, and noted Sperks, (ſhown, 


Whoſe crimes conſpicuous made-, in publick | 


May make us leſs indulgent to our own. 
Yet, though I laſh their faults, I ſpare to name, 
T but expoſe their Folkes, not their Fame. 
Juſtly the S&yr does indulge her rage, 
For never was a more Licentious Age. 


See, firſt, a Wretch of a prepoſterous make, 
In ſeeking Hopowr, Honour does miſtake :; 
Reaſon, which o'er the Paſjions ſhou'd command, 
He does not, or he will not underſtand. | 


Tf in diſcourſe you don't with him comply,) C 


Or fay he treads but in the leaſt awry, 
Dawn me, be crys, d'ye think I'll take the ty Fl , 


! 
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And out helugs his Whin:ard, all beware; © YT | 
For in his-rage the Bruce will nothing ſpare, 
His —_— en oy in the affair, 1 +, 
Chapman his Buſy D' amboys paints him right,  » * 
« Who thought perfeQtion es to buff end fght: 
But bywta! Conrgge is from walour far, - 
A glow-worm this, and that the morning Star, 
Stall {ure to be the firſt where Glory calls, 
But never ſtains it ſelf with Tawvern-Brawls : 
Thus though he boaſts himſelf of ancient Line, 
He dont deſerye to cat the Husks with Swine. 


s - 
_— 


Here one, who by his Age and grave Aſpe&, '. 
You'd think ſhou'd all vain trifling things reje&,. 
Lets his laſt ſands run out in her embrace 
Who has traduc't and brought him to diſprace ; 
Long kept by him, ſhe in his Boſom ſlept, 

And now by her the ſordid Calls kept, 


| Forc't, like a Slave, to dig the Mzxe tor Ore, 


Which he profuſely bury'd there before. 

O why, ye Gods, ſhoud Felons puniſh't be? 
Why ſcourg'd and us'd with ſuch ſeverity, C 
And this much greater Criminal go free ? 

And not with O--- in publick made appear, 
And have his a»»wal whipping thrice a year. 


Another Fop may lead a happy Life, 
Claſpt in th' Embraces of a YVerrt#ous Wife ; 
For, ſure, if any ſuch are known to Fame, 
She, above all, deſerves that ſacred Name: 
Yet he, unkind, unmindful of her Charms, 


Whichev'n mighttemptcold Hermitsto herArms, 


P 4 | Forgets 
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Forgets his Quality to ſcowre the ſtreets; 
And picks:up every Midnight Dreb es: 


'The very ra nd refuſe of the Szews;:-- : 


Whichey'n ng other Bruit but Man wou'd-uſe ;'\ 
Fulſorx without, and Medlar- like within, UE, 
A Bag of rotten Bones wrapt in a fallow skin, - 
Thus, - careleſs of his ſafety, 'he- does roam, 

And brings a load of foul Diſeaſes home, 
Taints the fair Spring,-and, to record. diſgrace, + 
Gets nothing but a pocky, zitling Race. s 


Revers't to him, a fourth, whom Fate hes; join 4 
'To one' that's the diſgrace of Womankind ; 
A Filt-whom every. Hackney, as it rould, . 
In certain ſigns tly Intriegue within has told ; 
Common. as th' Elements of Earth and Air, 
Ev'n Coachmen have, by turns , enjoy'd her for 
their Fare. . | 
In * Julia's ſacred Volumes you may find 
os Univerſal Paſſion for Mankind ; 


ow,when and where ſhe met her num'rous prey; | 


_ how many ſhe has ſent tyr'd away 3 
ot ſatisfy'd with an European Face, 


And rather had with Devil tqiny her breed, 
Than miſs receiving his pollufed Seed. 

But he, kind Husband, to her Vices blind, 
Thinks her the only Vertue of her kind: 

In vat he's told, 1a vain be ſees ſhe's light, 
For he had rather truſt her thay his ho WM 


Has drawn an 1zdiaz Leacher to 7 foul embrace, 


* * One that i aiperſes Lei. _ SHony 0/4547) 
- —*" p » 1Y} 2 Þ - 
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ht 


| Wath ſome this Wretch may for 2 wiſe man pals, C 
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And therediſfolves fupinelyanto reſt, (4 
And dreams of what vaſt Treaſure he does ” 


But, for my part, I write him down an Aſs. 


Now for a-Chitzt, who the fair Sex towos} / 
Waſhes, perfumes, and grows a Woman too: : 
Six hours are daily ſpent, Time, Heay*ns beſt 
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All thrown away, in painting, patching, drefling3 


And when all's done, a Bahoox 1s as pretty, 
A Wolf as civil, and an Owl as witty. ? 137.87Þ 


| Effeminate Coxcomb! may it be thy Curſe, 


(And Heav?niit ſelf can ſcarce inflict a worſey + 
Still to dreſs.on,. be'by looſe Strumpets priz'd, _ 
And every worthy knowing Man eſpisd. 


Next, view an Oph that's not yet quite of age, 
What pains he takes to waſt his Heritage; —R-— 
And that enuff Extravagance may be ſhown, © 
He ſpends it-all before it is his own : Os 
For every Hundred now (rare way to thrive) 
Agrees at one ana twenty to give five, 

Beſide the Iztereft, which, alas ! alone 

Soon eats a good Eftateev'n to the Bone. - 

Thus, quickly ruin'd, to the Sex he'goes, : 
And finds the Wizds and Waves are lefs'his Foes; 
Than when he here was his own Pleaſures Slave, 
Mi: Jett tor Hooks," a Prey to-every Kpave, - 2! '- 


[ j { | | Oppos'd 
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| Onn__ to him, a /ex*'#th does bend his mind, 
In all he does, to cheat evin all Mankind. X 
His love of gain is grown to ſuch a pitch, ' :- /. 
He rather wou'd be damr'd than not be rich.: 
Yet heaps this Wealth , through all this: Toyl 
does run, - ng 910 0% (ol 
To get Preferment for a Sortifh Sor ; 
Who by his Sire's ſever thouſand pound « Tear, 
And Marrying of a Baſtard, grows a ---» 7 


An Eighth who in his Youth had all the Arts 
Of Converſation, to allure our Hearts;  \. 
Women contemn'd, thought 'em a ſort of Toy 
Fit to converſe with —_— and with Boys, 
And laught at Zhmern, and his ſlimy Joys; | 
And did, ev 'n in his greener days, preſage, 

He wou'd accompliſh wonders in his Age : 

Yet now, alas ! his aw'roms fit comes on, 

Juſt as his Sp#rit and his wigour's gone, 

Makes whining Songs the Ladies hearts to move, 
And melts, elluminarel , all to love; ; 
Throws by his Books,and burns with Cxpid's rage, 
Now 1n his dveting, and his dying Age. | 


Next comes an Jdeor, Dice his dear delight, 
Sleeps all the day, and Games at Nze/'s all night: 
A greater Slave to play, and drudges more 
Than the poor Milcreant that tugs the Oar : 

' His Offices neglefts, Friends, Children, Wife, 
And loves 2 [hating Elbow more than Life: | 


Nay the vile Wretch, whenall his Money's gone, 
Shall drill away five howrs in looking on. 


You 


| 
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You that have skill to ſcan all forts of Vice, 
Tell me what Charms ly in a Bail of Dice 
That Men forget their Hoxonr and their eaſe, 
To doat on ſuch opprobriow traſb as theſe. 

1 | So whea a Child cry, give it toplay 

7 | A piece of gold, and freight 'ris thrown away, 
But if you'd have it's Tears and Snubbing cas'd, 
Shake but a Rarrke and the Brattis pleas'd. ; 
/ | I ſhall not tell what Morrgages they make, 

, | How mor large Eftates now ly at ſtake, 

; | Sunk by , and moulderd quite away, 

\ | All to maintain a Servile Luft of Play : 

Of all their Patrimonies, not enuff 


[ 
In. 
x 


Left to maintain a conſtant ſtock of /n»f. 


Another, who has been deep bit by Play, 
Has left it to grow lewd another way : | 
Drizk is his God, ſo he might have his-ſwill 
Of that, he wou'd not take Damznattos 11]. | 
Six Bumpers in a hand muſt walk their round, 
And not a Creature budge, or quit his ground, 
e | Till over-gorg'd, at laft, they're forc't to yield, 
& - | 
| And to All-Conqu'ring Bacchus leave the Field: 
Thea all the Afternoon they ly and ſnore, 
. | They th? Iuferior Swine, and he their Patron Boxes 
e: | At night he wakes, and rallys up his men, 
And to their full Pt Glaſſes fall agen. 
'Tis then ſuch happy Notions he lets fall, 
As does with wonder charm the Ears of all. 
Who ever ſays he ſpeaks one word of Senſe, 
Pught to be Pillor'd for his Impudence. 


In 
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In Brawny Exerciſe he takes delight, . ' ': . J 
To ſee Fools wra#/e, Butchers Maſtiffs fight, ; 
And. hugs himſelf with the Bear-Garden ſight. _). 
Unhappy thoſe that muſt on him depend, - ) 
His Drunkenneſs and Looſer hours attend; - 
I'd rather be his Dog than be his Friend ! 


A Elev' nth a Buffoon, if you pleaſe, a Wit,  Y 
Though how a Buffoon and that Term will fir, $ 
Has all along been undecided yet : 3. 
By frequent uſe, he's'come at.length to be 
A Maſter of the Art of Blaſphemy : | | 
That's his Employ, by that he gets:his Bread, 
For that ador'd, reſpeQed, courted; fed; . 
All ſacred things traduces, makes a Jeſt, 

And that abuſes »wo/# that is the beſt. 
It he ſhou'd chance to ſee a Pidgeon roaft, 
He'l bid the Cook go baſt the Holy Ghoſt, 
To pleaſe great men is the vain Tatker's aim, 
He'thinks their favour is ſufficient Fame : 
But this Reproof of mine he will deſpiſe ; 
No __— more than thoſe that think they*r 
* i] WL C \ 
Nor none ſees leſs where their main error lies : 
-Let. him then have our pity, not our /coff, 
That damans himſelf to make /ewd Coxcombs laugh, 


To make <m up a dozen, ſee. a T-- rd, 
A ſenſeleſs Ape by Miracle prefer'd ; 


And from a Footboy, Fortunes uſual ſport, ny 
Rais'd tqa Firſt-rate Miniop of the Conrt,. . _ .'! 


rot | To 


1 The Wind blew through him, the cold ground 
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To ſee this-Brute forget what he has been, ' * 
So bare, his very Nakedneſs was ſeen, (his Bed, 
Water his Beer, and 'PTurnips was his Bread; - - 
To ſee him on a May-day-Mzuſter ride, (Pride, 
Pamper'd with Impudence, and {well'd with 
What a cold look he does caſt down on thoſe © - - 
Ev'n by whoſe Bounty to that height he roſe : 
Wou'd not all this inſpire a Worm with ſpite? 
Wou'd it not make the arrant'ſt Withers write ? 
Studdy:new ways to Gibbet up his Fame; 


A lewd, ingrateful Wretch, and paſt al} ſenſe of 


ſhame. 


/ 'To'cloſe up all, the humble, Civil ---- 
Shall grace theſe Worthies, and bring. up the reer, 
Wicked enuff we-grant to *ve led the Yaz, 
But for that Office not enuffa Man: 
Yet Soxldier he has been, has born the Name, 
Nor are his Actions quite unknown to Fame ** 
For once ſhe does record he ſhou'd have fought; 
(How dear, alas! is Reputation bought ?) 
Bur uſing much Agility, he fell ? 
Juſt as his Sword, as the Spectators tell, © 
Had ſent his ftout 4tag0n1ft to Hell. | ) 
Yer loſing, he came off with Honour bright, 
Daring to fall was more than *twas to fight ; 
For Hero's, willingly, may meet with Blows, 
What Hero, willingly, wou'd break his Noſe ? 
But, tobe ſerious ; in this Wretch you'l find ) 
A lazy Body and a vitious Mind, | : 
A Slave, yet wou'dinfult o'er all Mankind. 


Fany'd \ 
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Finn'd to grow pow'rful, and when pow'rfuf 
rown | 

Did ate aim, and thought to mount a -—--- 

But 2m revs won and loaded with di; 


He fewsz'd himſelf again into his Place. 
Stops at noill his Iztere# to advance, | 
But leads his kwd deſires an endleſs dance. 
Wealthy, yet ever cruſhing of che Poor, . 
So ſtingy, witha Kick he pays his Whare. 
For benefits receiv'd makes noreturn; :. 
T? oblige him is the way to rmeet his ſcorn : 
To thole that fear him havghty and ſevere, 
But meanly cow'rs to thoſe that he does fear: 
With gogling Eyes, and a red, Cock*®t-up Noſe, 
(Charms which he thinks no Female can oppelc) 
A Cut-throat /awile, and an ungraceful 4ir, 
He ſtill pretends his Conqueſts o'er the Farr: 
Falſtaff throughout, an Orthodox compound 
Of all ul Quajities that can be found. 
O when he dies, to celebrate his Name, 
And fix a laſting Trophy to his Fame, 
This Eprtaph fhall grace the Hero's Grave : 
Here lies a Fop, Foo!, Temporizer, Sleve, | 
A Leacher, Giutton, Coward and a Kpave. 
Hear me, ye Poerafers of the Times, 
Who ought, with me, to laſh our growing 
Peer: beſt uſe of your Dogre) Khimes| 

And make | mes. 
Look back a little on the Tnſoit Tribe 
The Av/e has had the patience to deſcribe; 
See there to whom your Works you Dedicate, 
 WhatabjeQ Slaves you make appear in State g | 

Yer | ne 


1C 
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One is like dreadful Mars, another Fove, 
A Third out-rivals the bright God of Love. 
Blockheads that you ſhou'd rather bluſh to 
name, 
If in the leaft you did but care for Fame, 


| Or had, among you all, a grain of ſhame. 


Unleſs y*are ſtupid, and reſolve to be 

Abhor'd and branded by Poſterity ; 

Forbear to flatter, and to court th? applauſe 

Of ſuch as theſe, againſt Apoll's Laws. 

What Reputation can a Coxcomb give ? 

Or will his ſneering make your rs live ? 

No, no ; then for his Praiſes do not care; | 

In all you write be pointed and ſevere, 

And thoſe that will not /ove you, make em fear. 
But here we end,which yet too ſoon may ſeem ; 
For Kpave and Fool is an Eternal Theme: 


The .End of the Satyr upon Man. 
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T mEm—— 


Jack Squob's Hiſtory in little drawn, 
Down to his Ev'ning from his early dawn, 

A Which yet, we muſt confeſs, you need 

; not do ; | 

The labour to expoſe thee we may fave ; 

Thou ftand'ſt upon thy own Records a Knave ; 

Condemn'd' to live, in thy Apoſtate Rhimes, 

The Curſe of O#rs, and ſcoff of future times. 

Still tacking round with every turn of State; d 


Reverſe to Shaftsbury ! thy curſed Fate, 
Is always at a change to come too late. 


Q 2 Ta 


Ppear, thou mighty Bard, to open view, 
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To keep his Plots from Coxcombs was his care; 
His Villany was mask't, and thine is bare. ; 
Wiſe men alone cou'd gueſs at his deſign, 

And cou'd but gueſs, the thread was ſpun ſo fine þ 
But every | eream - Fool may ſee through thine. 


Had Dyct (till kept the Regal Djadem, 
Than had'ſt been Poet Laureat to.him;  « _ 
And long er now, in lofty Verſe, Proclaim'd 
His high ExtraCtion, among Princes fam'd : 
&« Diftas d his glorious Deeds from Pole to Pole, 
& Where Vinds can carry, and where WV aves can roul, 
Nay, had pur Chayles, by Heav'ns ſevere Decree, 
Been found and murder'd in the Royal Tree, 
Ey'n thou had'ſt praisdthe Fat; hisFather ſlain, 
Thou call'ſt but gently breathing of a Vein. | 
Impious and Yillanous, fo bleſs the blow | 
That laid at once three lofty Nations low, ( 
Andpgave the Royal-Cayſe a total overthrow ! 
What after this cou'd we expect from thee ? 
What cou'd we hope for but juſt what we ſee ? 
Scandal to all Religions gew and old, ' + 
A ſcandal ev'n tothine, where Pardon's bought 
+ . and ſold, .| | . (ry Gold. 
god mortgag'd Happineſs redeem'd for tranſitos 
ell me, for *tis a truth you muſt allow, 
Whoever chang'd more in one Moonthan Thou? 
Ev'a thy own Zr: was more ſtedfaft known ; 
He had but one Religion, or had none. "3 
What Se& of Chriſtian is't thou haſt not known; 
And, at one time or other, made thy own? 
A Briſt[d Baptist bred, and then thy ſtrain, 
immaculate, was free from ſinful ain; 


\ as S. bv y wy 
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No Songs itt thoſe bleſt times thoudid'ſt produces * 
To brand and ſhane good manners out of ule. ' * 
The Ladies then had not one bawdy Bob; 
Nor thou the Courtly Name of Poet Squat. 
Next thy dull Mzſe, an Independant Fade, 
On ſacred Tyranny fine Szanzas made, = 
Prais'd Noll, whoev'n to both Extreams did run, 
To kill the Father, and Dethrone the Son. | 
WhenCharles came in,thou did'ft a Convert grow ; 
More by thy Itereft than thy Nature lo : S 
Under his kindly Beams thy Laure! ſpread, 
He' firſt did place that Wreath abour thy Head | 
Kindly reliev'd thy wants, and gave thee bread. 
Hete, 'twas. thou mad'{t the Bels of Fancy chimes; 
And .choak't the Town with ſuffocating rhime. 
Till Heroes, formd by thy creating Per, 
Were grown as cheap and dull as other men. 
Fluſh't with ſucceſs, full Galery, Box, and P:#, 
Thou branded*ſt all Mankind with want of Wir, 

d in ſhort time wer't grown ſo vain a Ninny, 

As ſcarce t' allow that Ber himſelf had any: 
But when the men of ſenſe theſe errors ſaw,” © - 
They check't thy Myfe, and kept the Termagant 
 inawe. | £ , 
To Satyr then thy Talent was addreſt, 
Fell foul on all, thy Friends among; the reſt ; _ 
Thoſe that the ofrneft did thy wants ſupply, - 
Abus'd, traduc'd, without a Reaſon why. - | 
Nay ev'n thy Royal Patron was not-{par'd,' 


"But an Obſcene, a Sauntring Wretch declar'd. 


Thy Loyal Libel we can tilt produce, ., : :-- 
Beyond Exampk, and beyand Excuſe ! 
bi & | Q 3 | 


230 "A Satyr upon the Laureat. 
Q ſtrange return to a foreivi KRine ! 
But wither Viper wears the ſbepef Sting. 
Thy Perſos loſt, and juſtly, withour doubt, 


When Servants {narl, we ought to kick *em out; 


They that diſdain their Bexefa&ars Bread, 
No longer ought, by Bounty to be fed ; 


Thar loſt, you chang'd the Vizor, turn'd about, 


And ſtreight a trne-blue-Proteftaut crept our. 
The Fryer now was writ, and ſome will fa 
They fa 

The Papift too was thought unfit for truſt, 


Call'd ſhameleſs, treach'rous, profligate, unjuſt, 


And Kzzgly Power meer _—_— Luft. 
This laſted till thou did'ſt thy Pexfion gain, 


If to write Contradifction Naos/exfe be, 


Who has more woxſexſe in their works than Thee; 


mell a Mele-Cantext through all the Play. | 


| 


And that chang'd both thy Morals and thy Streiz. 


We'l mention but thy apr Faith,and Hiad; 


Cou'd be the Produtt of one fingke mind ? 
Here thou wou'd'ft Charitable fain appear, 
Find'ft fault that Athaneſins was ſevere; 
Thy pity ftreight to czelty is rais'd, 

And evn the Pious Inquiſition prais'd, 

And recommended to the Preſext Reigu : 
*% 0 Happy Countries, Italy end Spain! 
Have we not cauſe in thy own words to ſay, 
<« Let none believe what varies every day, 

« That never was, nor will be at a flay? 


Who'd think hoth theſe, ſuch claſhing do we find) 


Once, Feathers might be ſav'd, you did allow, - 
But not, it ſeems, we greater Heathens now : 


The 


| 
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- | By them miſtruſted, and to'us a ſcorn, 
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4 Chorch that buoys the Kiogly Line, 


| The L 
Damn'd with a' Breath, but 'tis flach Breath as 


thine. * 
What Credit to thy Party can it be 
To 've gain'd ſo vile a Proſelzte as Thee ? 
Stray'd from the Fold, makes vs but laugh, not 


., weep, 
One of the Shabby, and the Scabby Sheep ; 
We have bur loſt what 'twas diſgrace to keep. 


For 'tis but weakneſs, at the beſt, to turn. 
True, had'ſt thou left us in the former Reign, 
'T had prov'd it was not wholly done for gain Ne 
Now the Meridian Sun is not more plain. | 
Gold is thy God, for a ſubſtantial ſumm, . 
Thouto the Turk wou'd*ſt run away from Rowe, 
And uw Foyy holy Expedition againſt C—_ 
endom. 


But to conclude, bluſh'with a laſting req, 

(If thou'rt not mov'd with what's already faid) 

'To - thy Boars, Bears, Buzzards, Wolves and 
_ - Owls, 

And all thy other Beaſts and other Fowls 

Routed by two poor Mice; unequal fight ! 

But eaſy *tis to conquer in the Right. 

See there a Touth, a ſhame to thy gray hairs, 

Make a meer Dunce of all thy three/core years. 

Whar in that fedious Poem haſt thou done, 

But cramm'd all Xſop's Fables into one? 

'But why ſhou'd I the precious minutes ſpend 

On him that wou'd much rather hang , than 


mend ? | | 
_* Na 


22 USatyr upnithe Laureat.”- 
No, Wretch, continue till juſt as thou art, © -  * 
'Thowrt now. in the laſt Scene that crows thy: 
rt: 
To purchaſe favour,” veer with every te, 
Anda gaihft Inereft never" ceaſe to y gale | 
Thiouph thou'rt the only ha how Ineref can(.. 
FP propa THT 


_ 
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ſe RIEND 


Made unhappy by Marriage. 


OR, A 


Scourge for ill Wives. 
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— 
— 


Adveruſemenr, 


| Feough the following Poem, at firſt ſight, 
may ſeem to point at ſome Particular 
Perſon, yet, to the Judicious, the delign will 
appear to be of general Influence : for, not- 
withſtanding tis a Deſcription but of one lewd 
Woman, T have taken care to paint her ſo com- 
prehenſively il, that there are very few but 
what may put in for a Child's ſhare with her. 
From whence 'tis eaſy to gueſs, T ſhall be read by 
that Sex with ſome diſguſt : But let 'em have a 
care, for, if they are angry, IT ſhall conclude 
(Saryr being a Glaſs that ſhews things juſt as 
they are) tis occaſion'd by ſeeing their own De- 
formity. If any ſhow'd imagine this Scourge is 
chiefly defign'd for theWite of Qualicy, tis rightly | 
gueſs d ; and 1 am apt to believe, as they behave 
themſelves now adays, the ſharpeſt thing, m this 
'| Nature, can be but ſeaſonable : Tet, let not the 
meaner Spouſe be too much delighted that ſhe is 
favour d, for 'tis ten to one they may hear of me, 
in their turn --- but *tis fit their Betters ſhou'd be 
ſerv'd before them, A Con- 


A 
| Conſolatory Epiſtle 


TO'A 


FRIEND 


Made unhappy by Marriage. 
" Y By 


Scourge for ill Wives. 


{ 2m Man, my Friend, does tempt a dats 
| g"rous Fate, 
That lifts himſelf into a Marriage State, 

Where is that He ſo happy in a Bride, 
But oft does wiſh the fatal Kyot unty'd ? 
Qualms of Niſquiet will oppreſs his thought, 
And make him ſeg his Marriage was a fau't. 
And if the happy find ſo bad ſucceſs, 
They that haye il Wizes, fure, myſt hope for 
| \. 

Killing 
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Killing Vexations, Cares and ſleepleſs Nights, 
Pur a long ſtop to all their beſt Delights : ;- 


And then with Grief they find (what greater ill?) 


They're wretched, and are ſure to be ſo till. 
But *twill be urg d ; if 'tis a Snare ſo great, 
What makes Men add Wings to their own ll 
Fate? EN | 
And ftrive to meet misfortunes with ſuch haſt, 
Which of themſelves, alas! come on too faſt ? 
But ah ! ſet human frailty in your Eyes, 
Impoſſible we ſhou'd be always wiſe ! ; 
& grant we cou'd, this Sea has unſeen Shelves, 
here ev'n the wiſe/# oft are ſplit themſelves. 


©. 


' _ And therefore I that Maxim diſapprove, 


That thoſe that join here, firſt, are join'd above. 
It Marriages are made by Heav'ns fixt will, 

O that ſome Dottor, with his Heay*nly skill, ; 
Wou'd tell why moſt of 'em are made fo ill. 
Wretched Examples we may daily view ; 

But its worſt Influence was ſhed on Tos. 

In all things that cou'd pleaſe a Woman, bleſt, 
Rich, Healthy, Young, and Witty as the beſt :. . 
Yet ev'n theſe Gifts made your Misfortunes worſe, 


Since they but charm'd a Heart that prov'd your 
Curſe. | | 


Good Heav*®ns! who then ſaw and heard her vow, 


Cou'd think ſhe'd ever be, what ſhe is now ? 
Het Carriage iImpudent, perverſe her Will, 
[The ſcorm of Good Wives, and the worſt of 11! 


- Tl take her, firſt, ev'n in her YVirgim State, 
Which ſhe was all along obſerv'd to hate : 


And 


ill 
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And if from Dreams we may her Nature ſcah, 


. |She ev'n in them wou'd figh and call for Mar. 
'| The diſobedience ſhe to Friends did ſhew, 


Told us, ſhed play the ſame Game o'er with You 


 [Iknow *tis cruel to remind you” again 


Of wrongs y*ave ſuffer'd, and add pain to pain ; _ 
But, if you will a while your thoughts ſuſpend, 
You'l find, at leaſt, I mean you like a Friend, 


You _ her, and there your Woes began, 
Twas your hard chance to be that hapleſs Man; 


» B Yet, if Joys by appearance might be guels'd, 


mY =” Men but thought you doubly, 
eſt. | 


You lov'd her abo e thought, above controul, 
Sooner than wrong her, you'd ha' wrong'd your 
So - 


| ul : | 
And yet (o far her cunning did excel) 
It was believ'd that ſhe lov'd you as well. 


Ah! what a Riddle is a Woman's will, 


That ſeems ſo good, and is, indeed, fo ill ? 
For ſoon ſhe threw off Vertues, forc'd diſguiſe, 


\ | With which, a while, ſhe ſtrove t' amuſe your 


{ Byes; - | 
And then, to ſhew which way ſhe lean'd before, 


* | We ſaw that ſhe was roztez at the Core, 


id 


Her roving thoughts were bounded by no Law, 


, I But luſted after every Man ſhe ſaw : 


From thought ſhe eagerly to ation fled, 


| [And brought Pollution to a ſacred Bed. 


Blinded by Love, all this you cou'd not view, 
The laſt that did believe her falſe was Tos. & 
F-- | our 


40 A Scourge for ill Wives. 


Your ſorrow here no Language can expreſs, \ 


It griev'd your Heart, and ah! what cou'd it lefs?| 


To ſee the charming Partner of your Youth, 


(Whole Breaſt you thought had been a Mine of &h 


Truth) 
Root up the Name of Vertue from her Heart, 
And boldly a& an unexampl'd part. 
Afaulted by the Meſter Fiend of Hell, 
It was no wonder the firſt Woman fell ; 
But this ten thouſand times more Vice has ſhown 
Without Temptgtion, all the Fault her own. 
Ev'n in-this Exigence, you, yet, were Calm, 


Widn'd no Wounds, but rather pour'd inBalm: | 


Good wholfom counſel you preſcrib'd her till ; 
Weak Phyſick to bring back a Wife from ill : _ 


Men, tho' they're wicked, ſtop oft in their Race, |} 


And oft refle& upon their dang'rous Caſe; 

Though damn'd,  they'l yet ſeem lotlhi tro be ws 
one : | | 

But Womaz, like a River, keeps due on ; - : 

And hke that River, if they ſtop her Courſe, 

Grows wild, and will not be reſtraind by force, 

For ſuch rough means you cannot beaccus'd ; . 

But ſhe'd have been the ſame,had force been us'd, 

{ To ng this, think how from your Arms ſhe 
ed, | 

And for a Lawleſs, left a Lawful Bed 

Conceal'd her ſelf with an Inceſtuous Flame, 

Conceald her ſelf, but ſhe reveal'd her ſhame : 


While you, with heavy Eyes and Arms acroſs, | 


Were 6ghing, mourning, dying far the loſs. 


(Lo 
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; Lo did I call it ? 'twas ſo far from one 

18?] fe prov'd a Bleſſing, as I'll ſhew anon.) 

' | But now, litigious grown, and york all awe, 

of] She plung'd you in the Fetters of the Law, 

"5 back't by thoſe who her 21 cauſe maintain'd,. 

'| She ſu'd for Alimony, fd and gain'd: 

Thus Honeſty may be oppreſt with »»:ght, 

- | For Power does often k. . wg wrong the zight, _ 
Her hitting this mark pleas'd her very Soul, 

Vl} For *twas her aim to live without Controul. 
| Here *twas ſhe bid adieu to true Renown, 
{And turn'd up tail to every Aſs in Town ; C 

; [Porter and Groom went undiſtinguiſh't down : )] 

» | Where is the Man that hath not found her ill ? 

- ] Or where's the Man that may not, if he will? 

* | Ah fooliſh Woman! may ſhe one day ſee. 

[How deep ſh? has plang'd her {elf in Iofamy, 
i | And with true Penitence waſh out the ſtain ; ---- 
_Þ But -—miſchief on't --- why ſhou'd I pray invain? 
I For ſhe's but:hardn'd at the name of Grace ; 
' I No bluſh-was ever ſeen t' adorn her Face, 


| - As ſoon ase reſhe wakes, it is her way 

d. | To think how ſhe may waft the following day, 

TJ If to ſerve Heay'n our pretious ze is lent, 

| Each moment, that's in chaſe of ſin miſpent, 

| Will one day. blame us we that Treaſure loſe ' 

| Which-we might to ſuch vaſt advantage uſe ; 

_- Ifthis be ſo, ſure, her Account is long, Py 

| - | That by meer choice does labour to do wrong. 

| Well, now ſhe'l riſe, and to. precio no leſs, 
Her Footmen are rung ia to help her dreſs ; 


<7, 
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A Janty mode -»= for fince from France it came » 
(Brought over by a Female of great Fame) 
*T'were rude to give it any other Name. 
Hackney is calPd, Hackney her dear Alcove, 
(Where Coachmen, for theirFare,enjoy her Love) 
Hackney, on which, as o'er the Stones they go, 
She oft this high Ezcomien will beſtow : 
Some love i embrace 0 Conthes, ſome # tt Fields: 
Im for the Bawdy-Houſe that runs on Wheeds, 
Where every Kennel does the Bliſs enhante, 
nd eath kind jolt's all Rapture and all Trance ! 
Full of ſitch thoughts ſhe ſcow'rs it up and down; 
And, &r night, viſits all the 'Bawds in Town : 
The Company of this ſhe does defire 
To fiip with her ; anothers fent t' enquire 
For Cooters to allay her atrous fire ; | 
In vain, for ſhe's to Tyrant Luft a Slave, 
Her barren Worms Infatiate as the Grave; 
Barren, nor can it well be any other, - $ 
She choaks the of one Seed by another. | 
Well now *tis Ev\ning, and the Tavern's full 
Of Lady and her Train, Bawd, Pimp and Trull : 
Their Supfpxr's call'd for, and a learn'd Harangue, 
(By one of the grand Females of the Gang, 
So very lewd ſhe cou'd not ful to pleaſe) 
- of _ is __ in dvr feng theſe. 
t canting Sts at meats therr fo , 
And Jov hunk! r0 4 pomer they F4 t knows 
To V. ature we our praife acknowledge due, 
The Patronefs of Life and Leachery too : 
Our beff Bloill 19 hey Quarrels we expuſe,, 
She hee yeptys us with that Blood we boſe; 


With 


th 
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With ſparkling Wines infuſts freſh deſire ; | 
os faſt a5 we quench, ſhe renews the Fire. 
Ty they tread falſe that dare our feps deride; 
Can we go wrong that have ſo ſure 4 guide ? 
No, no, \what-ever ſhe ditates, wel do, © 


Or be impos don by a holy Cheat ; | 

She bids #s taſt of Man, as well as Meat. 

the ends, the Lady riggles her lewd Breech, 

And with a loud laugh, thanks her for het Speech, 

Imagine now (for 'twere too long to tell 

All the vain Table-Conference that befel) 

The Board is ckar'd, and free from care and 
thinking, | | | 

With one conſent, all of *em vote for Drinking, 

And now you'd think the end of all were come, 

And Ghaos and Confuſion inthe Roofs: | © - 

A thouſand various ſhapes the proſpeCt fill, 

And' every one, above expreſſion, ill ; | 

Here you'may ſee the aw'rovs War begun, 

And, for a while, the reft all looking on, 

Till fir'd with thought to taſt the ſame delight, 

They ſtrip, and naked ruſh into the fight ? 

And then ſuch Scenes, ſuch Poftares are coftriv'd, 

You'd ſwear old Sodorr were again reviv'd, * 


| for all wry: 6 that ſhe ts us FO, | 
. | Let ws not then think of a bl retreat, © C 


' | And all the Chiefs of that accurſed Crew | 
| Broke looſe from Hell, to a& their Crimes anew. 
| Tir'd, the Reck*ning's call'd, and, mote or kſ, 


Hoſt, Hoſteſs, Drawers meet the fame ſucceſh, 
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They're kick*t down Stairs with: many a-bitter! 
Curſe, (worſe; *) 

And think they're favour'd if they” re.us'd ng" 

And after all's turn'd'to a meer Bear-Garden, 


"They go off ranting, and not pay a-fax 


thing... . 
And ons in Mar 5Cloaths, like lome hovbran 
Bla 


She fallies through the Toms in Malmrads 
Bounces, like Bell-men,. againſt every door,. 


© 


And roars out a good morrow with Rogue and 


hore, 
In all her walk no Window can eſcape, 
For miſchief's her delight in every ſhape 


In ſhort, . b? abuſing nightly all ſhe =o | c 
Murder and Rior Ss common to our Streets. 


Now let unbyafi Men judge, by theſe ain 
If ſhe's not grown a grievance to the times. 
What $ayr with ſuch Faults can'be too rough 2 


' For my part, I can't write half ſharp enough. 


Were my Ink Gall, and my keen Pen cou'd ſtab, 
TheWorld ſhou 'd ſechow. I wou'd maul thisDrah, 


The Company ſhe keeps is for her fit, 
All very lewd, with very little Wit. - 
But chiefly-one, 1 muſt, perforce, applaud, | 
One who all men can: tell was born a Baya, 
Procur'd as ſoon as ſpoke ; in Hhde-Park nurſh, 
Her Infant Vice did {prout and flouriſh firſt. 
Letters ſhe wou'd copyey from Coach to Coach, 
And every day ſet lewd Intriegues abroach ;' 4 
* In cs ras natural t0 Seb anch. | 


As 
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As ſoon as ever ſhe was turn'd of tex, -- - 
Succeffively;:{he'd tire as many Men: 


. », [Nay, if her Aions by her Age we meaſure, 
: | They i- prove. her Whore er ſhe cou'd traſt the 


Naw rottenigrown, each pocky {ymptorn ſhows 
She's like to.drop an pieces as ſhe goes. © 
This modeft: Creature, this. Black- Angel Sxint, 


+ I She has inſtalld her Boſom: Confidant © ! 


8 2-2 


And the chief Reaſon why ſhe this prefers, 


Becauſe her: Vice goes hand in hand with hers. 
Farly they enter'd the Venereal chaſe, ': | 
And hitherto they're equal in the race, '' C 


Swift they n, and ſtill they keep their pace. 
.To ly, rr x 


talk Bawdy./ and Blaſpheme, 
Employs their time, they: ſcorn all other Theins. 
The Oaths that Bullies barter at a fray, -'- © 

Or eager Gameſters when they loſe at play, 

Are nothing, when we them with thoſe'compare, 
Which, in their Cups, flow from this Friendly 
RF: HEY S445] 1:46 36. 


{ Bullits ſhe keeps, too, void of ſenſe and-ſhattie, 
With five-foot Swords to vindicate her- Fame : 6 
Good Heav'ns ! that ſhe ſhou'dthink ofa good(_. 
Name ! 4503 A 


- | All Rabble-Raſcals, born of Parents baſe, ; L _ 


Their Pedigree 1s blazon'd on their Face: 


| Vain, rude, ill-bred, | the ſcandal of their kind, 
| And therefore fit for the ill. Fate they find ; 


Which is to waſt their health with her a-nights, 
And their baſe blood in needleſs brawls and fights. 
R 3 What 
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What Brutes are theſe | that can fo buſy tt 
'To take great pains, to get great Infarny ? | 


But hitherto, my Friend, you'l only find 
've ſhown how ſhe degenerates in.her' mind, 
Her Perſox in the Change, too, has it's ſhare; , 
You'll find as great an alteration there: : 1. 
Bloated all o'er, her Hyde can hardly hold her; | 
Neck Amy her Head does lean upon each 
Her Face &bunckl'd, Nodes upon her Skin, - 
Which ſhows there” s rank Conmgen lodg' 
within. (came, 
Compar'd with that which to. your Arms = 
Neither her Soul nor Body are the ſame: 
Yet "ny deforim'd, a __y woud loath b to mea 


She Ira out freſh enquiry » Grwdillhaiar: ; i wy 

In vain, ſhe'l nere:ſucceed do what ſhe.can ; 
'The only; Woman,.ſfince the World began, } . +] 
That's ev'n too vile to match her {elf in Mas. 


'But-here, perbaps Bake: -People may obje, 
| r ve: (7 = a Friend's Wife. with too courſe 

T ought to pity her, if not reſ | 
But I woud fan know of 2 ſeaſcleſs Elves, 
That thinks ſo very wiſely:of _ -- 

If when a Feayar rages in the Blood, .-- 

The DoQtar's pi does. the Patient good. 
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. ' | Theſe are, forſooth, 16 tender of her Fame, 


DS 


Rather than blame ber Faults they' G/ack her 


ſhame ; 


"| While I that pity not, a better Friend, 


Show her her ſelf, and teach ber how © mend. 


By this time, I preſume, all are incha'd: 
Tothiak you the moſt wretched of Mankind, : . 
And paſt hope of relief ---- I anſwer, no; _ 
Nay more than that, ſo far from being id, | 
Among the Fry of Husbands, there's but few 
Ehat know fo much Tranquillity as Tor, | 
The ſhaft is bunt that was ſo ſberp at firſt ; 


And 'tis ſame Comfort to be paſt the work. 
No jealous papgs, with anguiſh, you conceal, 
The moſt inveterate Sting that Man can feel ; 
For, certainly, it is leſs pain to know 
A Wife 7s Falſe, than to believe ſhe's {o. 
Nay yau are {ater than th' unmarry'd are, . 
For they are ſtill in danger of the ſnare: 
Their miſery is to came, but yours is paſt, 
Yours but a while, and theirs may ever laft. 
But ſome will ſay, y are ftill af veit _ —_ 
Tis true, but then your Peace does ſpring from 
thence. . 7 batt | | 
The ſep'rate warnteinexce you yearly give, 
Sep'rate from her, makes you in ſafety live. 
The _—— think the more this thought will 
PAERIE 5 | 


You give her »onty, and ſhe gives you eaſe : 
And where's the Man, 1o ill in love with Life, 


But wou'd do more to have it freed from ſtrife ? 


R 4 How 


hg 
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How many Men of Honour cou'd I name 


That wor'd give thouſands, were their Caſe the 


ſame ? | 
For an ill Wife will ſtick where ſhe is thrown; 
Few beſide you can fay,- The Bird is flown. 


Tell me not you. might meet ſome Heav'nly 


Dame, _ | 
That loves you with a chaſt and fervent Flame, 
Whoſe Charms to endleſs Pleaſure do invite ; 
And ſhe has robb'd you of the vaſt delight. 
Whar Man ! what run again into the Snare 
Where you were caught ſo lately? Have a care: 
Of your dear Reputation be more-nice, 
There's no excuſe for him that marries twice ; 
Eſpecially, if his firſt Wife were bad, 
For ſhe proclaims him -zoap':, the ſecond, mad. 
But why all this? y'ave try'd the dangerous 
Main, | WA : | 
And are too wiſe to truſt your Fate again. 


Compar'd with yours., how wretched is his 
plight | 4 

Thats join'd with a Laſcivious Hypocrite ? 
Who, ſtill profeſſing good, is ill by ſtealth ; 
Walſts his Eſtate, and undermines his health ; 
Yet, all the'while, laughs in the Dotards Face, 
Ard thinks her wickedneſs is his diſgrace ? 
Though your good Woman, of the two, is worle, 
Yet tother to the Man's the greateſt Curſe. 
For ever free from ſuch f{allacious guile, 
You live in Peace, and at the. Monſter ſmile. 


Enjoy 
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Enjoy your Book, your Bottle, and your Friend, 
Three of as choice Companions Heay'n can ſend. 
Theſe are the Bleſſings that attend your Life, 
For yy in ſome ſort, you may thank your 
Wife. 
For if ſhe had continu'd with you ſtill, 
Your C#re had been above the reach of 54/1 : 
The Sweers which now you taſt had turn'd to 
Gall, 


| And wanting ſweet content y'ad wanted «ll : 


Which now, yare ſure, ſhe never can deſtroy, 
But ſee a Proſpett all made up of Joy. 


The End of the Scourge for ll Wives. 


Jack 
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T O' THE. cRONEIDL LY 


AMES. 


3 SAKE of 1 tv 
ABINGDON, Se] + i 


| My Lord, : 
= Hen I was Jt at aaa 
V ton, I bad the good For- 
tune to ſee the Extraordinary Perfon 
zo whom the following Epiſtle is ſub- 
ſerid; and from an occaſtonal ſaying 
of* your Lordſhip's, took the bint of 


tbe Fo oem, which, therefore, I now 
 bere 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory: 
here preſent to your Lordſhip. Some 
will, for their own Intereſt, think it 
a Paradox, and ſome, I con'd hope 


methinks., will not, - However, at 


worſt, if the « Argument fail in the 
Main, the Fudicious and Lovers of 


| Trqh, will, by the way, find ſomuch 
| PFVamity and- Knavery diſcoverd, as 
may perbaps,, encline 'em to forgive 
me. But, above all, if it pleaſe your 
Lordfbip, 'twill be my greateſt ſatiſ- 
faFion, baving reſolu'd for the fu- 
ture (next my Devotions to Heay'n) 


to make that the chief ſtudy of, 
My Lord, bl 


Your Lordſhip's infinitely obliged, 
And moſt humble Servant, 


R Gould, 


f 


Wl TO 
| ” DD A V7 Vw a0 
JACK PAVY,&c 
FT Is true, dear Jack, thouw'rt of all ſenſe bereft, 
_— cart not tell thy 7ight hand from thy 
left, ) | 
Obſerv*ſt no Seaſons, Reaſon, Right, or Rule; 
In ſhort, thou art, indeed, a Natural Fool. 


And hence /omze Mes {d inſolent we find, | 
To think thee the »:9/f wretched of Mankind + 


ButT, who all along have took delight 


To ſpealtp/aiz Truth, and vindicate the right, - 
Muſt tell thee thou'rt abus'd : ---- No man can bs 
More happy, more the Care of Heav'n than Thee. 


Your Standard Fool, the Fool we ſhou'd deſpiſe, 


Is he that is a Fool-and thinks he's wiſe. 


And firſt, for a foundation, T wou'd know 
What Man can be iztiyely bleſt below, 
Tf not as dull as thou :---- The Turns of Fate, 
Promiſcuouſly, - on all the wiſer wait. | 
_ horrour, ſhame, diſtruſt, deſpight and 

car, Ha | . 

Extend to all, each has ſo large a ſhare, 
Fhat who has /ea# has more than he can bear. 


Either 
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Either his beſt D:werſons quickly cloy, 
rey on themſelves, and fo themſelves detroy 
Or ſome ſharp croſs cut ſhort his mounting joy : 
In vain he toils for Pleaſure, *twon't be found, 
But flies the Searcher, like enchanted ground, 
And in a maze of ſorrow leads him round and 
—_ 'round, F £5 ALL ; A. | 
Well then, that 'Man is happieſt, who in eþ” 
Vain World lives free from Care, and in the\ 
2 . zext in Bliſs,” ' ©  - (thing amiſs: 
Who neither knows, nor cares, nor can do any 
This is thy Fate, and this thy Soul will ſave, © 
For Heav n requires no more than what It gave, » 
Lays on our minds reſtraints we well might bear; 
Were we leſs wiſe, and thy kind Fate our ſhare... 


But grant there are ſome Men devout and good, + | 


(As Gracious Heav'n avert but that we ſhou'd !) 
Grant Yertue is, alone, their ſtricteſt care, 
And that they*ve all a human frame can bear ; - 


Nay rank from every anxious thought they'req 


ree,.” 
(Which is evia an Impoſſtbility) | 
'They, in thi World, can be but bleſt like thee : 
But 4a the zext thy Joys will far tranſcend: - + 
What they can hope, or by good Deeds pretend, 
For {ince by werit Heav*n can ne're be gaind, 
Happieſt, by whom *tis with leaſt fin attaind ; 
Then happieſt Thow, to whoſe ſhare it does fall, | 
Bleſſed to be without being Criminal, 
Which ev'n the Wiſeſt never coud attain ; 
Th' Attempt ſhall be rewarded, but th? Attempt 
is vain 


HJ ©1147] rw] > OO <A 
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Our Parent, Fatt, the firft Created Man = 


UF Myſteries Devine we may, with ſafety, fean,) 


Cou'd not, perhaps, boaſtfo fublime a good 

As 1s on thee (Heav ns greater Faworite)bettow'd. 
Thy State-0f /weet neſs 15 _— with Gall; 

Thou /ax#f,;and-art not liable to fall : 

In ſolid dallneſs'fixt, *no Charms, no Art 

Of Beauty makes Impreſſion on thy Heart. 

The faithleſs Sex'e6n'd'ne*re thy Farcy move, 
Thoutt Adamantine: Proof agamft the ſhafts of 


While yet in perfe& Innocence he ſtood, - + 2 


:\* Love, © es | 
That'Conq'ring God cou'd 'never vanquiſh Thee; 
He's 4lind, thou did'ſt not care if he cou'd ſee. 
At n&proud Doway's Feet thotr Cre did'ſt ly; 


And pine and ſigh, and grieve and weep, and dy ; 


As ſome, who, like the Heather heretofore, 
Firſt-make the Dezty, and then adore. 
A light Demeanot and a painted Face, p 
No Wir, no Vertue, with much ſilks and lace; > 
Paſs with ſuch Fops for a Reſi/#leſs Grace. © 
In ſhort, the Bawds perſwaſions and her wiles, 
With the kind Nymphs almoſt refiſtleſs ſmiles, 
Are loſt on thee, ſtedfaft thou doſt remain; 
Shou'd- Eve attempt to charm thee, twere m yain. 
Ah ! had old Azam? been as dull, as good,' © - 
Ezenhad not been loſt, and Mzz had ſtood ! 


} 


Ambition, which diſturbs the Szate/mar's reſt, 
Ne're gains the leaſt Admiſſion to thy Breaft. 
Without a pang thou can'> {ee others riſe, . - 
And take their g/or:0us pun in the Skies ; 
6:4 4d See 


es a.” ene I TS AA A oboe oa tA A EEE 
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See *em look back with a diſdainful Eye O 
On thoſe, whoſe Bounty ok 'en Wings to fly ; 
Without concern, , thou ſee'ſt em come ... 
From their vaſt. bio tto an {nr Doom ; 


Like Stars they glitter and as ſwift decline, | 
But ne'r, like them, mult riſe ; again to thine, (3 
Miſtaken Men!. that labour to be. 

That ftull contribute to their ©. = oh 
And wall not {ke through the Tranſparent Het 
Pride is a Sin too.gbvious to conceal, 

{t puiſs the Heart as Butchers do their Veal ; 
{ook fair br tons 3 but probe the hidden Mind, 


Thetrapo a me breaks and mixes withthe wind. | 


By it's ee Nariiſſss like, "tis priz'd ;. .- 
But curlt is he Git is oy Dh bur his own fol 
Fe oe neg US 
Not” in the Ws chal "PIER oY Gr A Name, 
By cutting Throats. to get Injmortal Fame :; 
Search-t Th the, Race of Bruzes, and. you 
 *-will ( 
There's none that preys {0 much; upon his kind | 
As we, that boaſt of an Inmortal Mind. . | 
Cities are tumbled down, and Temples rac't, 
And the chicf works of God the moſt defac't: 
Nor is there any hope theſe Fewds ſhou'd ceaſe 
Till we are all [ke ? hee ; then all wou'd be at 


Peace. 


In thee no ( oaverous Deſires we find, 
That gripiog, reſtleſs Calick of the Mink 


Devil 


by rn 9 > HED} be by tb. bn: OO): Ot by bed os 
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Devil with Devil damn'd firm Concord hold, » 
But Man will diſagree ; are bought and fold, 
Prove Faithleſs, Perjur'd, Mercileſs for Goid, ) 
Here one, bewitcht with the baſe itch of Coin, 
Hides it as deep as firſt 'twas in the Mzze, | 
Still dunning all to whom h? has money due, 
Bat you mult ſtay, if he owes ought to You. 
Agaiaft nought elſe but want of (afþ does pray, 
Dreams on't all night, and hugs it all the day, 
Yet ({ordid Wretch !) can carry none away. 
Envious of Mankind's good, he'l angry be, - 
His Neighbour is more fortunate than he : ' 


| Nay, if thy Wife a moderate Beauty bear, 


He'l curfe his Fate, his own is not lo fair. 
This Plague for ever is to thee unknown; 
Rich in thy Rags, thou ler'ſt each Man in Peace 
. _ enjoy his own. - + | 


Emvy in vain thy Quiet wou'd devour, 

Her Rage is impotent, and weak her power : 
She finds her Foe too fearleſs to attack, 
Goes curſing off,, and grins as ſhe looks back. 
The ſilly Sex, indeed, ſhe does entice ; 
For Envy, chiefly, is a Female Vice : | 
Rather than not-Revenge they*l Witches grow ; 
But while around their hurtful Charms they 

throw, ; | 
They're curſt above, and double damn'd below. 


Mark but the Courſe of things, and you muſt own 
Moſt men do that they'd rather Jet alone : 


S2 Thinks 
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Thinks on his preſent fate with wat'ry Eyes; 
Stll prone to change, with every wiſh complies, 
And fain wou'd be the thing his Fate denies : ) 
Roving Deſires perplex his labouring thought, 
Still /ceking, and ſtill mf/ing what 1s ſought : 
Againſt the ſtream of Ds{appointment ſtrives, 

In vain, for back th' impetuous torrent drives, 
And makes him, to his loſs and torture, ſee 
He's. till Obnoxious to Incertainty : 

Toſs'd; like a Bubble, to and fro he rouls, 

And every trifle his reſofve controuls : ({mile, 
Wretched all ways, though Fortune frown or 
There, is no end of his inceſſant toy] ; 

Andall, alas! to: have his Baztlings fed "IG | 
But ſee, the Curſe impendent o'er his head, C 
He that_moils leaſt has the 9ſt ſbare of Bread, ) 
The Trading Cit,ſmooth tongy'd,demure and ſly, 
Who never ſwears, unleſs 'tis to a /, 

Gets more oxe: Nay;cby bantring'off ' falſe. Ware, 
Than ſerves the-needy Labourer:a:Tear ; 

He gets, indeed, but 'curſt is ill-got ſtore ; - - 


Rather than ſo be Rich, let me; ye Gods, be poor. 


Here Oe his dozen Voyages performs, 
Breaks through rough Waves 5 and combates 
Winds and Storms ; | 
And thus he drudges many tedious Years ; 


The Mafer wreck 't at home with wretched 


Fears, (Pirates of Argiers : 
Thinks on the Winds, the Rocks, the Sands and 
ExpeCts 'em long, at laſt, perchance, they come 
Without their Lading, Tempeſt-beaten, _ 
"B98 | | 'T hus, 


<2 7 
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Thus, for a bootleſs Yoyage, he is hurl'd | 
« From Pole to Pole, and flaw'd about the World. 
But ſay he gains (as many, we confeſs; | 
Succeed, that don't deſerve the leaſt ſucceſs) 
What laſting, what ſubſtantial-pleaſure can 
Attend this wealthy, careful, reſtleſs Man, 
What /atisfa#ion can he compals here, 
That one can't have for fifty pound a Year ? 
Out of his -azy Diſhes (which Pd ſhun) 
He eats no more than I do out of oze : 
Though his Yaul?*s full of Bagrag and Meſelle, 


Ul 


\ Though of o/4 Hock and Chios he does tell ; 


T have my Boxtle, and that does as well. 

But after all his outward pompand ſhow, 

Though hizh his Pride, his Credit may be low ; 

For oft ſuch men, ev'n to our Coft found true, 

Have dy'd in Debt, which (though a Poet) T 
wou'd {corn to do. 


Which whenreceiv'd,thinks all he meets are Foes, 
And looking downwards ſtarts at his own Noſe; ): 
Fears his own ſhadow dogs him with deſign 

To cut his Throat, and take away his (9, 


For Rents here Fopi«s to the Country goes, 


In the mean time, obſerve the Jargling Clown 
Trudge as faſt up as the gay [pendthrift down : 
"Tis Term, and he has buſineſs at the Hall, 
Which is to hear ſome Pettyfogger baul : 
Litigious Crew ! a Monkey, or Jack Daw 
Has as much ſez/e, why not as much of Lew # 


\& Thus 
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Thus with a Serjear?*s Cant, and a ſmooth daſh 
Of his Cirt's Pen, he's bariter'd out of Caſh. 
Then home returns his Pocket to recruit, 

And knows not Money does prolong the Sai. 

So when y'are feeing your Phyſician (till, 

You do but bribe the Br»re to keep you ill. 


Another's to be marry'd with all ſpeed ; 
But firſt there maſt be drawn ſome tedious Deed, 
In which more caution's us'd, than if he were 
Making his Wil, or naming of an Heir : 

A Jointure's {etled (Let her laugh that wins) 
A thouland pound a year to buy her Pins. 
Unthinkiag Wretch ! that puts 1t in the Power 
Of an 24 Wife to haſten his 2l/ hour. 

But fay at firſt ſhe were both chaſt and true, 
What is't ſo much per anzeum will not do ? 
Many, that have been thought divinely good, 


For leſs have dipt their hands in Husbands blood. 


This thought, at laſt, works buly an his brain ; 

Drudge on, fond Aſs , why ſhow'd'ſt thou now 
_ complain? 

Be ſtill Obſequious, give her no offence, 

| Leſt ſhe takes pet, and ſends tlice packing hence, 


- There an Attendance Dancer of the Court, 
To the Levee's and Couchee's makes reſort : 
Where in more ſhapes he does his Body ſcrew, 
Than thoſe that dance through Hoops, or Smth< 
field Tumblers do. 
Yer all the while has ſenſe enough to tell 
Hlattery's a Crime, and that he does not well. 


_ Now 
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Now to a Biſhop he devoutly bends, | 
Next to an Aheiff the ſame Zeal pretends ; | 
Now to a Beef-eater he cringes low, _ y 
Now to ſome new rigg'd Bawd,or tawdry Beaw, 
And to ten thouſand that he does not know : 3} 
And all this while fo talkative, yowll ſee 
His tongue is quite as pliant as his knee: 
Coward thronghout, loves none, embraces all, 
And thus endow'd is cheriſhe at Whitehall. 


Here to the Park an Am'rous Coxcomb hies, 
To meet his Love among the Butterflies, 
Which there abound, and {well into a Crowd, 
Pert, Pocky, Poor, Impertinent and loud : 
Coming, he finds his Rival in her hands, | 
Her ſmiles, and all ſhe has at his Command: 
Then rates himſelf he ever ſhou'd believe 
A perjur'd thing, whoſe Nature's to deceive : 
Curſes his Fate, nor will put up his wrongs, 
Till with cold feel the tother probes his Lungs. 


Another Bafooz, cheriſht by the great, 
Burleſques the Scriptures, and Blaſphemes to eat : 
Nor is this (ourt-bred Humonr ſtrange, or new, 
For who knows Fan---w, knows it to be true. 
Thus he drives on, unmindful of the Foe, 

Nor ſees the brandiſht Sword above, nor dreadful 
Steep below. | | 


Thus goes, and thus will ever go the Times, 
Each Age improving on their Fathers Crimes : 


S 4 $1 
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$iz has aboundedſince the World begun, +. 
And we (on whom the dregs of time 1s come) | 


Are caſting up the'mighty,- #otel ſumm. 


So exquiſite in Villany w'are grown,, (own; 


To blaſt our Neighbours Credit: we. expoſe our 
No Man a ſafe Retreat from ills can know, 
Abroad, or, elſe, at home he finds'a Foe ; 

Abrqad #1] Toxgnes, at home Thoughts proneto ſin; 
Knav'ry without, and Paſſions reign withix. 

Or Axger robs him of his Darling Reſt, - 
Or Jealoufie does rage within his Breaſt; C 


Unhappy Man that's with that Fiend poſſeſt! } - 


Diſtended on the Rack, there to remain | 
Whole Ages, 1s a yet more moderate pain. 


' . O horrid Doom! O worſe than Helliſh Life ! 


But he deſerves it that will have a Wife. 


While thou, ſypine, lieſt in ſoft Pleaſure's Arms; 
And only ſych as Thou can find ſh* has /aſting 
Charms. | (ter's vext, 
Though the wide World with War and ſlaugh- 
Thou'rt undiſturb'd, ſecure and unperplext : + 
When dreadful Comers in the Skies appear, 
Thourt not concern'd what they portend us here 
Did'ſt thou but live (as long ſhall live thy Fame) 
Till the laſt general Conflagration came, | 
Thou wou'd'{t but laugh and warm thee at the 
Flame. 
Thou for zo morrow never doſt prepare, 


Nor art a Slave to earn thy Bread with Care ! 


By 
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By certain Inſtint taught , -thou eat*{t' and 
| drink't, (ties think'ſt; 
Nor, though thy Fare be courſe, on better Dain- 
Still fatisfy'd with what's before thee ſer, 
Nor juſt at #welve, or oze condemn'd to eat, 
Wait'ſt not till __ thy meat c overdreſt, 
ExpeCting ſome long-riſing, lazy Gueſt ; 
Free from all (eremony thou dolt live ; - | 
None does expect it from thee, and thou noge 


doſt giye. 


See here a Mother mourning for her Boy 
Late, all her future hope, and Earthly Foy ; 
Tearing her Hair, and with Afilition wild, 53 
"Will not be comforted, or reconcil'd ; 
Unhappy Mother, but O happy Child! , 
Free from the Woes with which thy Parezts ſtrive, - 
Whoſe cruel kindneſs wiſh thee ſtill alive. 
Another here for his dear Father mourns, 
In vain, alas ! the Grave makes no Returns : 
Thinks Heav*n unkind, that the old may haſt paſt 
Some fourſcore Winters, and muſt dy ar laſt ; 
When, if we'll own 4ge weak, and ſorrow ſtrong, 
It is a wonder he cou live ſo long. | 
A Third you”l ſee fit whining for his Wife, 
His Earthly Heav'n and Comfort of his Life = 
Yer 4zving, ſhe ner fail'd to give him rife. 
This touches not thy Breaſt ; thy Father's gone 
And Mother, yet who ever heard thee moan ? 
Thy Reſignation ſuch, 10 free from blame, | 
It ev'n deſerves a more exalted Name; ; 
An: 4nzePs Patience cou'd but do the fame ! 
ES el EE: Obſerve 
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[ Obſerve the Ma» who has all Si» ingroſt,” 
And ſee if he is not the Man, who mo 


So plain, *tis almoſt obvious to Thee, | 
How his Pretext and (onduf does agree. + 
So. eager all that's wicked to retain, ' 
You'd think he wou'd not ſpare the Fools a grain. 
A very Bugbeer, ſo licentious grown, 

He is the Standard ſcandal of the Town. 


Pretends to Wit ; but any Foo! may ſee, 1 ; 


Who more a Fop ? and, which is worſe, who 


more (Whore? 


A Cully to the Dice, nay worſe, a Cully to the 
Who, of all men, more peſter'd with :// Nature? Y 


Who more obnoxious to the Sting of Satyr ? 
Who more a Drankard ? who a greater Prater ? 
Who at Plays ſooner, and at Churches later ? 


Ff this is Wit, e'r ſuch a W:# to be, 
Who wou'd not, if *twere poſſible, be more a 


Fool than thee ? 


| Content's a Bleſſing; Let us ſearch around, 
And ſee, then, where that Blefling's to be found. 
No Riches like Contentment, there *tis meant 
One may be wealthy, and not be content : 


_ Tf Rzches cannot make a happy Man, 


To human apprehenſion, nothing can. 

In ſhort, the Rich, the Poor, the Peaſant, Cit, 
Still aimat ſomething, which they have not yet, 
And ſtill at ſomething more, if that ſhou'd hit: 
Tis hard, perhaps impoſſible, to find 

One that has all things ſuited to his mind : 


: Something 
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Something will be amiſs, and muſt be fo ; 
For to want zothing, wou'd be Heav'n below. 
Yet ſome will think to have it here, and ſome. 
In ſearch of it around the Globe will roam ; 
Alas! it may be ſooner found at home, 
She lives not in the Coxre, or noiſy Tows, - - 
But ſhuns the gilded Rogfs, and Beads, of: Down, 
And Robes of State, the Ermins that dq hide 
Hypocriſy, Debate, Revenge and Pride. 
In ſhoxt, we'll all to this Concluſion bring ; 
If not with thee, there is not ſuch a thing : . 
For tre Content, impartially defin'd, ? 
(And in thy Breaft we ſee the Bleſſings join?d) (, 
Is perfert Innocence, and laſting Peace of Mind... 'y 


How much, alas ! of our ſhort time we waſt 
In ſeeking, what we never get at laſt, 
The true Religion ? or, at leaſt, ſo get, 
As to live up to the fri Rule of it. 
But one Faundation does our Saviour yield, 
But ah ! how many Pinac/es we build ? 
Some, guided by falſe Paſtors, go aſtray ; 
Blinded are ſuch, or will not ſee their way. 
Others need not be driven on the Shelves, 
Foes to the Compaſs, they will wreck the:mſelves. 
Some will have the «failing Charr their Guide, 
When any Chair wou'd do as well beſide, C 
And {ome the private Spirit, which is Pride. 
Tomes of Diſpute about the World are ſpread ; 
The /ivizg ſtill at variance with the deed : 


And 


—— 


268 Jack Pavy, alias, Jack Adams. 


Their unintelligible, endleſs Char, (be at. 
Nor we, nor they can tel] what *tis they wou'd 
While thus their different Terents they maintain, 
The Atheift thinks that all Religion's vain, 

A Pious Cheat, ripn'd, at laſt, to Law, 

To ſbam the Croud, and keep Mankind in awe. 
Indeed ſome preach for prazſe, and ſome for Ix 


And after all their ſhifts from this to har, 2 


And ſome delight in Nozrons dull and vain, 
And ſome in Texts abſtruſe which Angels. can't 
explain ; 

*Tis not for Age it ſelf, much more for Youth, 
From m_ vaſt heaps of Chaff to ſift the ſacred 
Eruth. | 

Thus while we in an anxious Labyrinth ſtray, 

Without a Clze, and doubtful of the way, 

Giddy with turning round, we fall to Death a 
Prey : | 

Away ve hurry'd, all our Life a Dream, 

Or ſlept away, or ſpent in the Extreme. 

Thou art, dear Fack, from this hard Fate exempt, 

*Tis thou deſerv'ſt applauſe, and theſe Contempt ; 

This Fergo0n thou not mark'it, or doſt not know ; 

Thou without this doſt »zowt, with this we ſink 
below. 


The Epicureans cou'd not feign their Gods 
More bleſt than Thee; for 1n their bright abodes, 
Tn full Fr4zt/0z of themſelves, they lay, 

And made Eternity one ſportive Day : 

Careleſs of all our petty Jars on Earth, 

Which they not minded,or but made their _ 
| a |: 
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So thou, in thy exalted Szatioz plac, \ 
Enjoy it the: preſent Minute ere it waſt, (paſt. 
Thoughtleſs of all to come, forgetting all rhat's c 


What Cicero, Plato, Socrates have ſaid," -- 
With all the Labours of the Mighty Dead; * 
Inform me, when the fatal! hour comes on, 
And the /aft /azas are haſtning to be gone,” 
W hat ſignifies your Wi/dow ? do you know 
What the Soul 7s, or whither *tis to go? 
Are not. your Minds with dreadful Vikans fraught? 
Are you not loſt in the 4by/s of thought ?+ - 

But, which is meaner yety-can human wit, \ - 
Can all in Pulpits razghr, 'in; Authors wrir, 

Make you, contentedly, reſign-your Breath, 


Tell me thou mas of Knowledge, who haſt ready 
5 


And free you from the /xviſh; Fears of Death ? 


An I»ſe's chattring, or a'Dog that howls, 

Your merry Crickets, and your midnight Owls, 

Makes ye imagine Heav'n has /ea/'4 your doom, 

And ſummons you to your eterzal home i = 

On _y thought the Splez ftrift watch does 
eep, 

And rides your Haggard Farcy in your ſleep. 


_ Tell me, deny th? Afertion if you can ; 
Is not my natural Fool the happier May ? 
Remorſe he feels not,. which the beſt muſt feel, 
Though guarded with a ſeven-fold ſhield of fteel; 
And well he feels it, for who feels it not 
Has, of the two, a yet more wretched Log. 


The 
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The Stings of Conſcience (and ſome Authors lay | 
Hell Flames are not more violent than they ; 
Nay, which is yet far bolder, ſome will tell 
There zs no other, zeeds no other Hell) 
This Plague thou art not troubl'd with ; thy 
| Breaſt TIS 
Is with a conſtant calm of Peace poſſeſt, 
ThatWiangs thee ſmoothly on toEwerlaftingRefe. 
No noily ſtorms of Nature on the deep | 
Break thy repoſe, which the ſame ftate does keep, 
Alike, if Wands are fiill, or if they blow, 
And ſhatter all ehove, andlooſen all below. 
No Clanger frightens thee, - or beat of Druny, 
Or Viſions of the diſmal day of doom, | 
When, trembling;; fome awake and cry , *:: 
come { "tis come {.\ ;; 2 
With rowling, Haggard Eyes, they gaze around, 
And think they hear thelaft, loud Trampet ſound, 
Start*(t not-in Dyeams, when, lab'ring with ſhort 
'._ eat. þ\ 2c: | | (Death, 
We think w'are plunging down the Precipice of 
When Y/aperrs rife, and dreadful thoughts imnſtil» 
Of hiſſing Fiends, and Fears of future 1! : 
Thou doit not with fuch dozing Doles comply, 
Nor in this worſe than dying poſturely ; þ 
For to fear Death's more irk om than to dy : 
Free from theſe horrid Appreherfions found, 
Thy Peace is laſting, and thy Reſt is found, 
Let thoughts of Death the Coward Reſtleſs keep; 
To dy's ng. more than to drop faft /leep, 
To reſt from endleſs toyl,: and wake no more 
To find thoſe z//s that tortur'd us before. 


What 
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What wou'dft thou ſay,dear Fack,cou'dſt thou 
but mind. 223 35:85 50; 

The ſhifts, the tricks and flavery of Mankind ?. 
What wow'dſt thou ſay wer't thou to walk the 
"fret, _ 94A te 
And mark the twolegg'd Herd you't daily meet ? 
To ſee ſpme. paſſionately hug and kiſs, - (hiſs ; 
And. when: pa by, put. out. their 'Tongues and 
Some rg ike Snails, and ſome like - Monkeys 
walk, . | | 


Some all huxz drum, and ſome eerma talk: 


Some dreſt in S;ks, and ſome in double; Frieze, 


And fome. with Foot-thick Rolls upon their Kyes ? 


Wert thou to ſee *em driz4toan exceſs, . 


But little Reſon, yet will make it leſs, 

And when intoxicated, draw and fab, |. 

And cling like a /z»'d Bloodhound to their, Drab : 
Wert thou three hours. th? Theatre to ſit, 

And hear the Fools clap Bombaft off for Wit, 
Farce for true Comedy ; and the good ſexſe 

That Mazhy ſpeaks, run down for Impuderce : 
Were't thou behind the Gaway Scexes to-go ; 
(The former Age lov'd ſer/e, and we are all for 


(bow) | 
There ſee the Fops to Leoxzora bending, (ing : 
Like zwenty fawning Sparicls on oxe Bitch attend- 
Or ſhou'd'ſt thou there a baſe-born Mxzick ſee, 
Hugg'd and Ador'd by Coxcombs of Degree, 
With nothing but thus hardned Impudeace, 
To recommend him for a Max of /exſe ; 
Obſerve his haughty Pore, and towring looks, 
That pedd/'4 once for Bread, and ſold o/d ook; 
| 0 
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T" ebſerve him ſcorn/; fluſht with «little pelf, 
Thoſe that were ever 'better than himſelf; 

How: big he looks, when any hone# Pet © 
Does tell how much he's loath'd by worthy men ; 
But vaia's his Anger, impotent his Rage, 

His Valor-all is ſhown v _ _-- -- 


His'Tongue is fbarp, -and in abuſe Jet ghts, 

But blinr muſt be the Sword with whack he fights: 
Or ſhou'd'{t thou; * for! diverſion, take the pains 
To go and fee the Priſoners in their Chains ; 


What Wretehes,doom'd toDurance,thou won "if 


Abe CEO 1 
In Kjnz;-Bench, Bridewel, Newgate and' the Fleet's - 
The Bench where many won't come out that may, 


And leſſer Kyaves that wowd, are forc't to ſtay*: 


Bridewel, «where Vagrarits muſt work out their 
Crime ; - 
The Gally Slave has a more - hopeful time. 


Newgate, Where Villanie's ne'r out of Vogue ; 


Pimp, Padder, Palliard, Parricide and Rogne, | 
Like Swine,are penn Sup battling in their dung, 


And with a mouldy Shoe, and mourntful Tongue, c 


Angle for Farthings as\you pals alo 
What wou'd'ſt thou fa ay 200, ſh ou' Pfr "thou go 
'- to Court, : (- 
Where all our empty, Pageant- Fops reſort, 
Each ſcorn'd by all,- each making all his ſport ; } 
There ſee the Ladies; with their hi2h-heePd Shoes, 
Walk as their Hipps' were'faſtn'd'on with Scraes ; 
Sce'em thruſt out, taught by ſome bawdy Mother, 
Their Butrocks one TOE , ry ther Brees ano- 
ther; 


Ten 
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(Fey: times a Miriute mending their attitej! 5-7 
And moupe their Top-Kots » yr high, o 
C | "Hhepher, 0506 L007 927% 501 ERA LA 
Or ſhon'”h thou ſee-how rhany wait in vain, -: 
And:hope Preferment none but Katie attain; 
See Titles bought by Fops unlearn'd and Baſe: 
But Hozour is as'hard to'get as Grace; 
For that's-not fo deriv'd from S:re to Son, | 
Much more with Mozey bought, or Flattery-won : 
Show me the 'Man (for which the Times be 

prais'd)'! > bs 


| Who by his &wn Intrinſick Worth was rais'd : 


Juſt to ſerve'Furns of State, put in and our, * 

Him that is now care#, anon they flout-; 

Hizsh Office isa conſtant Slave'to doubr. 

Shou'd*ft thou ſee all this, Fack, and from thy 

The Truth and nothing but the Truth impart, (, 

Wou'd'{t- thou be any thing but what thou ar: ? 

No, 'no ; thou rather wou'd'ſt thank Providence 
or caſing thee of the Fatiegues of Sexſe, * 

The Knight, Sr Guy, who overcame an Hoſt, 

Was not ſo dreadful then, as now a Kyight 0th 
Poſt: : - SHacd 

With zhee his perjur'd _Afrdavits fail, 

Nor can the Flat? rer's florid Cant prevail ;”': 


Deſtructive both, to human = Foes, | 


Th Eternal Troublers of the Worlds Repoſe. 
From Fea##s thowrt alſo quit and Serenade; 
(By none but Apes and Am'rowCoxcombs-made) 
And being fo; :art free from Surfezts, Noiſe,' * i: 
Which our looſe Gallanrs —- for /aiting Jos 
05 bh ree 
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Free from the Watchmens Bz/k, 'and ; 


AtSpring and Fall,with bliſt'ring and blaod-letting 
Nodes, Shawkers, Bubo's, Ulcers got forgetting. 
Nor art thou for thy AQions call'd & account, 
Or for a word old Reverend Tripos Mount; 
Where many of our wiſeſt men have ſwung, 
For want af the due Government of Tongue. 

Taxes and Gabells take no hold of thee 5. 
From all gras > nes thou art free: 

ay f not Exciſe for wearing of a Head, 

Thy Hearth, or Over, that does bake thy Bread, 


How wellare they, then, » guilty of our ſcorn, 
That ſay, 'twere better thou had ſt mere beew born ? 
That look on thee with a Contemptuous Eye, 
And {ncerand grin whene'r thou paſſeft by ? 
* As if thou wert compos'd of cow/er Clay, 

- Or were not form'd by the ſame hand as they. - 
But *tis not T bee, 'tis their own ſelves areſham'd 


And beiog ſo, art free from Purging, Sweating ; 
bl 


' - Ought that Seraphich Folly be defam'd, 
That iS oy Alas ſeenrity from all the ils ve 
nam'd * | 


+ The wiſer Tayks when, by kind Heav'ns De- 
Cree, 
{Vatare produces ſuch a Fool as Thee, 
Make hum their Care, and as a Saint adore ; 
Their Maehowet himſelf has hardly more : 
Think they're oblig'd to cheriſh, ſerve and love, - 
What Heav'a {0 kindly {miles on from above, y 


gz 
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And fixes itva State, free from the wiles + 
Princes Courts, and all Corr” fruitleſs we 2 

* brag they, obnoxious to their Tyraves hate, = 
Thalphon urge wrt and; _ of con,” b | 

Are evenge and Sport of Fate 
© let us then; like them, think She fame, 
As w of the fond '6mbrace of Bane, ; 
And to ” —nth Tins eaalmic thy: thc £ 

Ry 


Hail 1, 1 Fool, thou __ Lect, tail ! 

Thou Co _ againſt whom nor Mep, nor Hell 
eva 

Thy coo of /olid Dullneſs but oppoſe, 
And ſtreight thou ſee*ſt the Backs of all thy Foes ; 
Impenetrable | for w' have try'd'it oft, © 
Compar'd with it, ev'n Ademert is ſoft! 
What e'r his Holineſs jo wag gb Pride, 
While on the Necks of Monarchs he does ride, 
Thy Dullveſs is a far more certain Guide; - 
Whate "r he'boaſts of an #»erring ſway, ( iy, 
What &'r Moyxks teach, and hood-wink' Biy 
H* has no pretence to > Bfullbilg any pr. _ 


Great was the wiſe man's ſaying (ho mean | 
That wiſe we call, Stallion Sheks $ 
And —_— We jves) three hundred Panks '0b 
\  Icene:) 
And, truth-eonſider'd, it muſt be confeſt, 
is all his Aphoriſins much the beſt, 
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' * Much Wiſdom brings much Grief, -and while'we 


bere'-: 73" ; 1: 1 64> £4d5e C3 '+Þ& 
This poniderons load of Fleſh about us beax;:'; | ( 
He that increaſes Knowledge but increaſes Care. 
Which is as much as-if his Ghoſt ſhov'd'riſe, -- *\ 
And thus the Text explain before qur Eyes. : | :\ 
I knew, while Livings;allthat Manbelow, -: 


In all lysþeight of Wir, [cou'd boaſt to know ; + 


All that our mortal Fabrick can receive; 
More thane'r Heav*n,before, to Man did give. 
From! the tall Cedars thaton Mountains.grow,, 
Ev*.to.the homble $hr465'in Vales.below ; :  . : 
All Plants the Fertile Earth coud er produce, 

I knew theit ſeveral Natures and their. we; "| 
Totbatiexalted.pitch my Kyowkage flew, 

_ *'Twas ev\nunknown to me how;muct I:knew .: 
But havingiaft to. what Account twill come, 

I find all Cyphers for the toral ſumm.. © 
"Tigaetheng, norbing.!. All that we can here - 
Attain with-utmoſt ſtudy, ſearch and care, 
Is but\to know (yt knonledge hard to- gain) 
Our-Cars:is frumleſs, and our ſearch is vain. - 
Againſt, ptoud Vi/dem *rwere enough to ſay 
It raiſes doubts it never can allay, ; 
And,;being Blind, preſumes to ” CY way ; 
Or if-not wholly. blind, with: b/1nking. Eyes 
Wou'd pry into ab/traſeſt Myſteries, © | | 
And graſp Incomprehenſibilittes : - 
Talks but at random, varying to Extremes ; 
Fond of wild Notions, and fantaſtick Themes: 
More Incoherent than a Madmans Dreams. 


* Ecclel, Cha, I, Ver. 18, - 


Thus | 
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Thus it betrays us to ten thouſand ills, 
And,-Tyrant like, it tortures er it kills : 

Want pinches, for while thus we Books adore, 


Our Caſþ grows leſs, and: Knowledge ne'r the 
more : | 


Meagre and wan they look, and fleepleſs nights 
Ts:the main '£ſſexce of their beſt delichs 4 


fs. 
Eternal Jangle ! who cou'd ever find 


- | Two, though of oze Religion, of one Mind ? 


other (treight unravels all his toyl, (Soy! :\. 
And ſhews how courſe the Grain, how lar the 


Here Oze on his dear Laboxrs caſts a ſmile, 
other does the ſame by him; A Fourth 


Proves all the third has faid of neither force, or 


worth, 
And thus the Game is plaid from hand to hand, 
And made a Medley none can underſtand. 
Wiſdom's but trifling, then, well underſtood, 
And Folly is the only human good. : 


The End of Jack Pavy, alias, Jack Adams, 
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Lonfinement. 


Far Friend, when thoſe we love are in 
diftreſs, (redreſs: 
Rynd OG may comfort, though'it can't 
Nor can Tthink ſuch Zee you'l diſcommend, 
Since Poefie has been fo mach thy Friexd : 
n that thow'ſt liv'd and flouriſhe all thy Time, 
ay more, maintain'd a Family with Rhime. 
nd that's a mark which Dy---» ne*r cou'd hit, 
He lives upon his Perffoz, not his Wis. 


T 4 Ev'n 


280 A Conſelaory Epiſtle 


Ev'n gemtle George, with flux in Tozgue and Purſe, 
In ſhuoning oze ſzare run into a worſe. | 
Want once may be relievd in a Mans Life, 
But who can be reliev'd that has a Wife ? 
Ot---y can hardly Guts from Jay! PRngns. 


For thongh he's very fa, he's ly | 
And Sing-long Dur---y, plac't! abplcs,[ 
Lives-by his. 1»pudexce, not by" bo = XY 
Poor C----a too has his third days mixt wich Gall; 
Heg#vesJ6 Hl he hatdlyGves at alfo12. 

Sh---l and S---le, who pretend to Reba, 
Though paid ſo well for {cribling Dogre/ by 
Muſt now expett a very barren Seaſon ; 

But chigfy he that made his Reva ron. H 

For /4la44 thrives beſtin his.own Yb | 

Nay Lee in Bedlam n oh {ces better days, 

Than when applaus'd for writing Bombaſt Plays ; 
He knows no care, nor feels ſharp want ."g more; 


And that js what he,ne'r Fen Jay 
Thug, While ous | +9 Fan their wit, 
Thos, Bhs "haſt none &t all dſt Foe'by it. 


Wer't poſſible that Wt cou'd turn a _ 
Poets wou'd they grow xich as welt as ay F 
For 'tis: not W:# to have a great ffs 
CTheblind Eflects of. a an Fate) © 
Porigit wee a Coxcamb, dull ang. Yall - 
Brim full of C and;empty in his. Bratp. 
Nax:is it Wit that makes the Lawyer prize _ ,, 
His.degied Gown, but Kpavery in dilguile, ., |. 
Topplack down honeſt men that he may riſe. | ,. - 

or is it Wit that makes the Tradeſman great;: 

"Tis the compendious Art to Iy and chear. " 
'I N 3 1 


'\i 


'», a> > t> Sg TATE) 


kd 


The baſe-born Strumpet too may roar and rail, - 


- But 'tis not W:# ſhe lives by, *tis her Tait.” 


Nor is it Wit that drills the Stateſman on 
To waſt the ſweets: of Life, 1o-quickly gone, 
In toyling for Eſtates, then, like a Sot, 
ie d. leave, Fools to ſpend what he has got. 
x 12 it Wir for Whies to ſcribble Satyrs, 
No more than, for. their Patriots to be Traytors; 
For Wit does never bring a Man to hanging, 
That goes no further than a harmleſs banging. 
How juſtly then doſt thou our Praiſe deſerve, 
Thar gor thaed whers all- Men elſe wou'd 
ſtarve?" © *\ 3d@k (wrought 
And what's more fo e, , the Miracle was 
By bins chat hag't the leaſt pretence to thought 
Tres hag. 'ne mearingto do. wrong, ! — 
Can't ſuffer, ſure, for his No-meaning long; 3' 
And that's the Con/olatipe that, 1 bring, 
Thou art too dull to#hi»k a, treach*rous og, f 
And 'tis the rboughiful Trove, Gas: offends. L15C 
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TO THE. 


Mauch bonewvel and my dear F rien. 
D. D. E Jquire. be 


Sent him 
ML zh my Satyr againſt Woman. 


YOme Men dv'the Fair Sex ſs much avis, 
That to diſpraiſe 'm rtulles: 'efth rw the 
more : $ 4% 'F 1& $3150, 

ur'd by. blind _ r hut 

Now ſte the + Chili - 
> tis but Woman, all, they think, is well, : 

hough ſhe's the feep deſcent that leads'to Hel. 
Slaves to a ſmile, for one commanding nod, 
The Profligates wou'd ev'n renounce their God. 
Nay ſome have ſer their whole Eſtates to ſale, 
Bur to redeem a Proftreute from Fay!.- 
To ſuch as theſe, a Satyr of this kind 
Wou'd ſcarce their favour, or acceptance find : 
But you, Sir, made by your Misfortunes wiſe, 
Cook on that Sex with more diſcerning Eyes, 
By fad Experience, and your Coſt you know 
How little to that treach'r, roms Sex We OWe ; 


Our 


_ LL $f. Co. ALY LPR RR 


| t0:D\ D. Pſquirts aby 


- Our Natures bane, that give Wings to WW Fare, - 


Which comes'roo ſoon, ev'n weir ir cores but 

dates - > (begin, 
Fracd From their Youth , when viedus deeds 
Tilt theyre grown'old;' marure ah 2ipein Ting” 
They're! ull a Rurk/ana, (AU, waſt and 


RG if. we leave fond Paſſion for our Guide, 
are ſd6n bye and oerwhelar'd by an ' 
! Tngora Tyas ;* | 

TY inevitable Fate ought can reſtrain : 


'Who can withftand-the anger of the Main, -' 


W hen'Wirids and Waves, with equal fury; wap 
And join their ſtrength to beat us fromthe ores ? 
Such is the See when Neptuze's pleas'd to lower, 
Aodſhch are Howes whit watbineheir Power, 
Sooth vs cha Colby ar Kit they Tewpeſ ite 
\' « hp © Villa JOLS © 
Jow t re all Coy, a Maiden bluſſy you! ſee 
eye al cop rks miſtake for” Podty; 

But Modeſty Meey'vs be none, and Hever had, 
He that Holieves Tm woe midſt'be-mad, I 
Orelſs muſt be in Love, and-that's-as bad, 
Woo till your Heart akes, they ſhall ſtill deny, 
But then their Conſcience gives their Tongues the ly, 
Por:tneer' Name: tdot want of dere) 
Makes'em ſeem cold when they're all fHaniny Ii 
But gin'd, at hft, with endleB6'toy] ahd coft;  * 
You'l quickly fid your ExpeQtatioris creſt,  ( 
And pred Fa ANG } Heav' all, ina moment; f 


an 
BO e lie: 


For 
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vt hen thou arriy'ſt, our Pleaſures quit: their 


For: the/ſtrait Gefea gap lo wide,you'bfnd, 
Aviif it had;been Yeap't by. all Mankindy : 
S6me! well-hung Groom , claſp* t in his nad 

ebowbArmSSi7 nad lanoY wo »1(Charmis. 
Gropt her Fieftsfraits,. and blafted. all her: Vt gin 
But:marry'd,,:the;poot; Slave muſt be cbntehe,:! ' 
He ſees his Doom, and does in vain _ 

14 


For ſhe, that was'defnure,..gow talks's 


Fmpertinehtygkpeplive,, flothfal, proud; ©1:'7,. 
A once involves you 1n a- - Maze of ſtriſes; "i 
nd makes yauz th a Fardiprſacdrd have Life; 


Nor withold age doe 6. ecaſe,-!':. 
By mu gPAr: ut nor.lets/you.dyr jn 
Pea a 07 dagn>T] 1 459113 71107 Wale 


AY * 


1 Hot indi og mate Tan: tis '@ us Joy, 
Then rather.do& all humane Reacedefiroy gl: 


+ ground] do 0152.5] B ieV0D 3.4 <q; rafl1 © FIC) 
And, nymvrous; cares whid: BSafen _ ; 
And no dear; Jaterval of,reft is-found,',-\7-'. 1:1) 
But all Pack. Haryour, Sorraw and Deſpatts 14 ala 5Þ 
All thas the Anne's Gap hog or all that Sinyer s 


MTN T6 "4 Mo 00: 
Vell faysiths Fea, and hows to Man. much 
OVE iy Mo ons: 


That jo che glorious, pacatul Reaka above | 


There will no. Marriage, ata} Marriage. be, FLO 
No Ty of. Conjeget Society': 


For ſhou'd tho Lches! hold,  contraQtetl ny 
'Twou'd make us ſtand of Paradiſe in Kar, T% 
3.06 
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6 BUD. Bite) 2H 
The very'Eſſence:of our Heavn deftr wigs GM 
And; _ a place of _— but none. Top. © 


If they at firſt, or if t et (ud find 
en decentoway' to ;propar te their kind. 
Coitiou;\ but, methinlis; T luſh to name " 
That 4, do:oft romrnitted to our ſhame. ©: © * 
Have you e'r {een & Dog throw -down a Diſh! 


Happy y were poor -deluded,; 168 Mankind, ; 
i 


E iy 5 


Of any fort ey Fleſh or Fiſh, ! OL 
And:tmarKt how>filtilyhe fitcaks away Rent DOR 
His tail © ona i wt his guilt and ſhame 


diſplay: ov 5 27 77 
Juſt ſuch a glis.Dfas, when Hs comes cloy'd' 
From the {allacious Puzkt hehasenjoy'd. -* | 
Aknowing'Man; if. fuch ariſque'he run, ! 
__ loath himſelf, methinks, for what I has 

ton: * 
Yet after all, Gay it ſhore Foy does en. np 
It 35: -atrended, with'a laiting fting ; 2 
And all that lovet* indulge it, '{o0n will ſee 
 Th' abhorrd effefts of Goatiſh Venery. 
It rots the arrow and conſumes the Brain, 

And all the Sp:rz# of the Blood does drain, 
That ſhou'd the Principle of Life maintain; C 
Then fretful pale Conſumption does ſocceed, 
And, of Diſcaſes, all the meagre breed. 


+ OWoman ! Woman ! every way our bane! - 
Though {till of Marriage we muſt moſt complain! 
Eva Pos, by fluxing, is in part reliev'd, 

But fatal Weadlock ne're can be retriev'd ! M 
ow 


F 
A 
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How many Meg.aze ſunk upon that ſcore, -- 

That hope to ſee the dawn of Peace no mare? 

The account is endleſs, and, O gen*rous Soul, 

[| with I cou'd not a 10030 th Bel. fuoont 

The Plagues of Marriage yay, atlarge; polſels; 

No Mag has more, no Mat | 

But ſince *tis 1p, and ſince ? 24 now, to0 __ 

- r to reverſe the hard deerces of Face, 

ou'lſhow the Reſolution of a Man, 

Tot bear your Cares a$ 48 'FO Gan, © --- 

And ſinceto. thoſe that are with OY 
*Tis Charity t ondovoue ther Relief, 

Accept th? extlo#d, and lay it in your Gight'; 

It was deſign'd to. do the 1njar'd right : 

Toread it may diver your pains x while 

| _ CN thoughts, and, off, Halpire a & 


$o they that pick our Pockets, if they're caught, 
And at the Carts Tail ſuffer for their fau't, 
Though we our: loſe, aur Anger ends ; 
To ſee the Roſes] 1% does make amends. 
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TO THE 


In akin and my Dear Friend. 
NY : MJ. Knight. j 


Writ inthe Year 1685. 


Wi T am here in a rich fertile ſoyl, 

, » Which - &'ea anticipates. the Lab'rers 

toil z -,_ 

A Cauntry where ſubtartial joys abound, 

And eyery ſeaſon: with freſh plenty crown'd ; 

Where the bleſt Natives in firm health appear 

Till they have weather'd out #wice forty year, 

Yet live and dy without a thought of care; 

While I remain in {uch a (lime as this, 

And take full Draughts of harmleſs, rural Bliſs, 

I cannot but, with indignation, frown 

At what is your Delight, the witious Town : 

The:Tows, which you extolev'n to the sky, 

But I wou'd gladly know your Reaſons why. 
Though you are bleſt with Honeſty and Senſe, 

Whagx more can youſay in the Town's defence C 
Than Shepherds in their State of Innocence ? | 

Where free from noiſe, and all tumultuous ftrife, 

They make the beſt of ag uacertain Life. 
1427 Ambition's 
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And here, 'tis only here we are ſecure : 
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Ambition's deadly Rock they wiſely ſhun, __ _ 
Where moſt Aſpiring Spirits are undone. | 
Unneceſlary things they ne*r require, 

Nor beyond Vatares wazts ſtretch their deſire. 
To hoard up heaps of wealth they little mind, 
*Tis /weet Context they ſeek, and that they, find. 


— Their Miftreſſes are brown, of Sun-burnt hew, 


But then, to make amends; theyre always true. 
Here when a Shepherdeſs does chance to wed, 
She comes, unſully'd, to the Nuprial Bed; 

But a new Comet ſooner wilkippeat, '\ ©. 

Than any Virgin found that does ſo there. 
Through your lewd ftreets falt Drabs in 


" "RY 
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The Strard has, every night, its Ebb and Plow! 


| Nay, to the City the ſame Fate arrives, - -* 


But there the Trade lies moſt among'the Wives ? 
The Husbands they-get money by their Wayes,”'- i 
The Wives are: forc't to give to put off theirs,'' 
Like the Court Ladies modeſty explode, ' "| ''iy 
Keep brawny Stallions (which is now the mode) 
And ſcorn to goto Hell the wwlcar road. © -'i'' 
O bleſſed Sex ! O 'vertuous Womankind tt 
Thatev'n in damning ſtrive to be refin?d !-0 *! 

I grant indeed that all ſtrict knowing Men '* + * ©: 
Deteſt their looſe embraces, but what then?” + 
We ſee, *tis obvious, there is a time 3g 
Vertue may be ſurpriz'd into a Crime. oe 
A thouſand ways they have t? enflame deſire, |». 
And fax the blood into a Leſtful Fire > ſa. 
"Tis beſt, then, to be abſent from the Lure, + 


With 
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With us that Sex is free from all trapan, - 
They blyſlvif they but look upon a Man: 
But bluſhing Maids are out of Vogue with you ; 
The Mea there bluſh to ſee what Women FA ER: 
Baſtards, we know, with you are daily got, 
'And 'tis as {ure they daily go to Por : 
No Privy's free ; where they in ordure ly, 
Yet /weeter than their Mother's Infamy. 
If ſuch a thing does chance to happen here, 
It is a Theme of Horror for a year : 
The ſad Offender does receive her due ; 
But there they live and glory in it too. 
There many dwell ſevez years,and,to their ſhame, 

They ſhall not tell what's their next Neighbour's ' 
| name : 
But, in this point, here's a vaſt difference found; 
\The honeſt Farmer's known ſeven Miles around, 
Divide your Town, one part 1n three are Slaves, 
The next and greateſt,” Mercenary Kpaves, 
The third - Buſfoons, Pimps, Fops and Empry( | 


| 


| Braves: _ | 
| The laſt of which, though they roar, hutf and 
damn ; | 


Search 'em, they're tame at bottom as a Lamb. 
As who /wears moſt is leaſt believ'd of all, 

So big words ſhew the Courage to be ſmall. - 
Were help three num?rous herds driv'n from their 
| Folas, 

We may affirm, you wou'd not meet three Sowls, 
Three honeſt Ones, from (haring-Croſs to Pauls. 
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Tt may be 1 , the Conniyy is not free 
From many prea g Vices, {ad to ſte, 
Particularly, that of Kpavery. 

But white, alas! whete is hut Plot of around ' 
In which to wat, no Weeds are to be found ? 
Now, here to root *e% up we daily ſtrive, 

Ar London Gare is taken they ſhall thrive : 

They flouriſh there; grow poplar and great ; 
That /o# is riever without Aj wves of Stare. 

That this is ſo we boldly may expreſs, 

Our late ure ren Sorter, Jonſon th 
When R over Was t t a ſenſeleſs this 
And he moſt Popular, that curſt the _ bas 


Your _— are Incorporate with #he/e, 

For the , at all times, can be falſe with eaſe, ( 
Site Fees fdes, arid damn themſelves for Fees : 
Ad though Veing ſhou'd redreſs and help the ) 


Peel *em e bare, and make *em ſer more 

TD twenty hard, ſharp Wirtters did before. | 
hough all this be deplorable and ſad. 

The Grievayre is, in-other things, as 

How many vain Fops buz about the Dove 

Like Byrterflies, which riature made in of 

But ſhou'd they pay the Tradeſman what they owe, 

You'l find the Penck turnd 1ntoa God, 

Fet = ate they who fuch ftrange pn ia 


They' olide unfelt into a Feprale Feart : 
o get whoſe love, mich ratk and -livele wit 
Are two ſharp Darts that never fail to hit. 


Now 


meme ————————— Ee 0. 


Now (dxcombs are, we'know, compog'd of theſe, 
And that's the reaſon they are ſare-to pleaſe. 
Such men that Sex admire; and well they may, 

For nothing but a Fop's ſo vain as they. + | 
Nor'is this all that makes the Town our hate ; 
The very drixk it {elf's ſophiſticate : 
For your French Wines (and yet the traſh does 
SÞ © TRIS I 
Are Cowl as dang rous as the French Diſeaſe, 
Stum'd, - mixt, adulterate, for nothing good, 
But ſharpen and corrupt the wholſons blood. 
Not that I ant a Foe to the rich jurce, 
| If it be right and free from all abuſe, 
For it helps Fey, makes it wa/k as high, 
> | (The Myſes Friend) as 'twou'd, without it, fy. 
ut as the Age goes now, good Wine's as ſcarce 
) | As Trath in Friendſþip, or as Wit in Farce. 
» | Free fromall this, and what ere elſe we find 
_ That ſhocks the peace and quiet of the mind, 
The happy Country Swains ſupinely ly, 
- the ſofr Arms of kind abſcurity. 
Nor Death nor Povertyby them are fear'd, : 


Againſt the worſt of i/ls they ſtand prepar'd ; 

For a good Conſcience is the ſafeſt Guard ; 

| And that they ever have, as wronging none, 
And living on that little of rheir own ; 
And very /ittle is a boundleſs ſtore, 
To him who, wiſely, does defire no more. 

| More Inſtances might eaſily be ſhown | 
To prove the Country Life excell'd by none; C 
But I ſhall mention, at this time, but oze, 
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Hence you may gueſs how they reheve the Poor i 
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Oze fit to crown the reſt, and that ſhall be 
| Good Houſe-keeping and Hoſpitality. £5 
'The Gentry there can dine upon a Diſb, ' 
Two or three Eggs, or ſome ſmall ſcraps of Fiſs; 
You think ay frugal, but *tis all a cheat, 


-» 


And this, in ſhort's the truth of the deceit ; 


[They ſpend ſo much on Drabs, they are not able 


To live up to their Birth, and keep a Table : 


Two or three Bones, perhaps, not a bit more, 
Which Footmer and the Dogs had pick't before : ), 
Footmen, I lay, for in this Courtly Ape, | 


Though they want Bread, they'l have an Equipage. | 
But here 'tis ſeen, to their Immortal Fame, 


That-(harity is not an empty Name. 

For to the needy they relief diſpence, 

With a free heart and general Influence. 

No man can ſtarve, if to the Bounty ſhown 
They add {ome little Jabowr of their own. 
Conſider but theſe Truths impartially, 
And I dont doubt but you will ſoon:comply 

To think as lightly of the Town, as I. 


To 
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My LORD of * 
ABINGDON, GCC 


My Lord, 


Leasd with the Fate that, from the noiſy 
| Town, | 
To this Rerreat of yours has charm'd me down ; 
And, at once, freed me from the City Foes, 
That are ſo troubleſom to Man's repoſe ; | 
The Flatt'rers ſmilesand the falſe Friend's embrace 
(Fiend at the heart though Angel on his Face.) 
From Tradeſmens Cheats, ill Poets dogrel Rhimes, 
Which now are grown the grievance of the 
Times : | a (wrong, 
To this, add that which does Mankind moſt 
| The Harlots Tayl, and worſe, the Lawyer's Tongues 
The Lawyer who can be a Friend to none, 
Falſe to our Intereſt, falſer to his own; 
For if a future doom their Errors wait, ' 
Where is that Oze will paſs the narrow Gate ? 
The Text thar ſays, a Camel may as well - 
Gg through a Needle, as the Rich ſcape Hell, 


*8 Was 


L 
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\. Was meant of Lawyers; for the ill got ſtore 

That makes ove rich, has made three Nations Lane 

Had Ia thouſand Sos, er onefhontbe ———— 

A Member of that vile Society, 

Pd in the Temple hang him up, nay boil 

His Quarters, as a Traytor's are, in Oyl, 

To fright all futwre V; Vain from the \ | 

Freed from all this, and pleas'd I now - here, 

Where the freſh Seaſons breath their wite! «irg 

And all the varions Pragrancies d! 

That, with a grateful flavour, charm the ſenſe, 

On tuneful rapture T my thought employ, 

And am e'en loſt in a Poerick Foy. 

As when a Lark, after a gloomy night,, 

The Cloudleſs Morn indulgent to ker fyght, -* | 

Stands glad a while, firetching her ay Wings, 

Then, with a /prigbvly 44ger, upward ings 5 | 

So fares my Muſe, , vail'd in darkneſs long, 

White the Jowsn Mifts obſcur'd her humble Song, 

Does now again her woxted ret s out TOs. | 

And;with. 24y Feathers deck 

Looks {miliag all around for ries 6 (! 

T' employ her utmoſt 5hill and nice# care, 

Some worthy Theme, that, with a profprous wisgy 

She, . ny Lark, may mount, and mounting 

- los: ſhe need notrove, her. Game's i an view, 
WEE my-choice, and lays it quali be you 

Praiſes ſhe has:oft long'd. wo oherſe, 
Her dear ER Pinan hey Veſe; 5: 


To 
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if 


” to my Lord of Abingdon. 2gg. 
To bleſs your Choice that here ſet up your reſt)" 
Men ann 
ad 1hun the Vice that apes /4rge 4 opys 1nIeTt 50 - 
Where the looſe couply, Coxcombs walk thejr- 


In Brawls, in Tilting, Gone and Bandy Flare. 
While you, in pature prime ang vigas 's pride, . -. 
The gaudy fry of Y anities deride, 
Temptation ſtill have with firm Soul withftaod, - 
Nor think your {elf 290 Nob/e jo be good + | 
But, with judicious choige, have plag't aright 
In uſeful Authors your fublime delight : | 
Such as of Heay'n, of God and Nature treat, 


Religious, Philoſophical and great ; 


Theſe with nice Judgment, and 2 piercing Eye 
You ſearch, and into biddes cauſes pry, 

Nature explore, make &b/traſe notzaus plain, _ 
And find what men well learn'd hays ſought in | 


vain. | 
Ah wau'd the 4theift {erioufly encline, 

Like you, to fiudy things that are Divine ; 
Obſerve how God's high Wiſdom does diſperſe 
His pow'rful Geri through the Univerſe ; - 

Haw orderly Sun, Mar and Stars advance, | 
Create the Sea/ops, in their various Dance, : 
And ſhew their Efſexce got the work of. Chance,)| 
But that ſame Power finft made, and is the Sow = 
That atFugtes and mueiptains the mighty Whole ;; 


|. Wou'd he but faithfully on this refleQ, 


With ju Confuſion he'd his crime rejed, 

Aud, wheo:unprejudic't, by Reaſon ſee 

In the leaſt ſpire of graſs the Dezty. Jn 
2h V 4 HD 


But ſuch you rather pity than deride, 


Led on by Sin, and hoodwink't by their Pride + ' 
To.ſay they're Fools they'd think a groſs abuſe ? | 


Yet, if they've ſenſe, alas ! where's the excuſe, 
That can put ſuch 'a Gift to ſuch a uſe ? 

Than Bealts why are we better, but to kxow 
And contemplate the Power that made us ſo ? 


And to be Hero's thought high Heav'a defy, 
They're lordid Cowards when they come to dy : 
The boldeſt of 'em ſhriak ; unhappy Men ! ' 


Though liying theſe let vain expreſſions fly, . 


"Tis well, indeed, they ſee their errour then; © 


But ah! that ſhou'd not be left.laſt to do, 
For late Repentance ſcarce is ever true. 

Happy the Man that to be Vertuous ftrives, 
And is prepar'd when the black hout arrives; 
Ten thouſand Fears he daily does eſchew, 


"That, in wild ſhapes, the guilty wretch purſue ; : 


His Smooth-par*t-hours glide pleaſantly away, 
His troubles vaniſh and his Comforts ſtay : 
For of all.good with which Mankind is bleſt 
That of a clear, untainted mind is beſt ; --- 
Which you enjoy ; for all your Aions ſhow 
The Fountains Parity from whence they flow. 
In Converſe charming, and in courage brave, 
A laſting Eye-ſore to the Fool and Kpave : 
Not 7apt with Pleafure, nor with grief depre#, 


3” 


But to your ſteady temper owe your reſt. 


Honour is talk*t of much, and Toh, men think 
Stead of Embalming Names it maſs *em ſtink, 


As - 


42, vt vYialkh Oo lRId Dd ART 


-" | 
| tomy Lordof Abingdon. 2p 
As being oft but naſty popular Breath, * © * 


"A Fame in Life, and nothing after Death : 


And, to their ſhame, it in moſt men holds 00d; 
For Hozonr lives ith' M:izzd more than ith? Blood. + 
What ſignifies it, though one boaſt he brings 


: His Peazgree from Conquerours and Kings, '  $ 
If he debaſe the Srock from whence he ſprings, 3} 
. Strips merit bare, prefers the flatt'ring Slave, 
And is himſelf a Coxcomb, or a Kpave? © 
If he be thus, let what will be his fem, 
'There'is more Hoxovr in a Dog than him, 
He only is the Honourable May, ; 
That ne'r does ought unworthy of his Name] 
* In this Exemplar path, you bravely ſhow _ 
How -far a true Heroick Soul may go: 
And then, to make the ſumm compleat,we find Y 
Your Noble Birth proportion'd to your Mind ; 
And they both ſhine the more, when with each(* 
' - other join'd, 91 

By Honour ſuch as this good deeds are nurſt, © 
For who has this can never be unjuſt; 

And Juſtice wein all you do'may ſcan, | 
Without which, what a Brutiſh thing is Man ? 
How undeſerving the high name he bears, 

| That can do worſe by's Fellow Creatures, than wild 
| Beaſts by theirs. 


Nor muſt we here forget (what ought to be 
Admiir*d and prais'd by all) your Charzy. 
On thofe that love the Poor, what Joys attend ? 
But chiefly thi, he makes his God his Friend ! 


Who 
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Who that had Charity &'r was a Slave ? 

Or who e'r wanted the relief he gave ? 

Let thoſe, ye Paw'rs, be poor themſelves, that bs 

Regardleſs of the Sting of Poverty : 

And, to be plain, what pity ean they find 

From Heav'n, that are {0 dogged to their kind ? 

Has the rich-man @ greater Gad than they ? | 

Or can he boaſt bg's made of fixer Cley ? 

"T was Charity redeem'd us fram the Sip = 

Which our fixſt Parents Fall had plung'd us in, 

Set us within the view of Heav'n ;, and can 

We do no more at his Command thatdid ſa much 
. tor Man? le. ol e549 | 


In ſhort, who can, like yay, Rich Knaves' 
With 4// Buffoons that get their Bread by Lies,( 
And the yet du/ler Fops that think *em wile ; 
That hate the Town, the Mart of all falſe Ware, 
With all che Villanies that flouriſh there ; 
Whom Tuawary Courts to Folly can't entice, 
Thoſe Antick Schaols of faſhionable Vice : 
Before all this prefers his Country Seat, 
| And relliſhes the ſweets of his Refreet ;- | 
Thinks it a Blefling London cannot give ; 
So lives, nay- more, and ſo deſjgrs to live * 
That loaths the ſordid Flatt rer, though he be 
Beloy'd by Kymgs, and Raſcals of Degree: 
That ſtrives to coynter-att the Ages Crimes, 
And be a good May in the warlt of Tjmes : 
Who fearleſs. can do all theſe worthy things, 
We ought to prize above the wealth of Kin S 
| | | c 


to my Lord of Abingdon. 299 
The mizhty Nine united Forees raiſe, 
And with a noble flight adorn their praiſe. 


Pardon, my Lord, that I have here ſo long 
Done both your Yertze and your Patienee wrong ; 
On Oze I have intrench't, but blame my faw't, 
| Nor have deſcrib'd the other as I ought ; 

Yet, ſince you condeſcend r* indulge my Muſe, 
What you encourage, youl, perhaps, excuſe, 

; For kindly you on her exdeavorrs ſmile, 

And with a Bownteows hand reward her Toyl, 

O had I ftrength to ballance my deſire, 

Or wov'd the God Heroick thought inſpire, 
To your high Worth a laiting Fame T'd give ;--; 
Nor ſhall it dy, if what I write does /:ve. 


To 
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The Reverend _ 

ME F rancis Henry Cary, _ wins 
Upon my foxing in the Country. = 


ough all AfiCtions thatill Fate can ſend 
agen our Peace of mind their batt” 
na, 
We have a Refuze, if we have a Friend; 
There we ſtand ſafe, his ſmiles our hearts revive, 
Suſpend Deſpair, and keep our Hopes alive. 
Permit me then, if I may dare preſume 
To think your Breaſt retains for me a room, 
Who not deſerve that Friendſhip I implore, 

' But will endeavour to deſerve it more ;, t 
Permit me, yet, to hope your pitying Ear, 
While, by my ſorrows pa#, I paint my preſext 

Care, 
Complaining, oft, brings the {ad Soul relief, 
And 1s a kind of Sabbath to our grief. 


| Young and ſearceable yet to get my Bread, 
My piows Parents mingled with the Dead ; 


Both 
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- But, ay there's 
—_ Learjing blafted once, no more will 


Future Preferment and my Hopes were lolt. 


Pot batoy NOW, free from Misfortunes. powers. 
10_did purſue %em to their lateſt hour. | 
Induſtrzous, Careful, Frugal ſtill they were ; ; 


But *tis not Toyl, Inddftry, Art or Care, 

That always gets a Portios for the Heir. 

1 Fate to thai Emdeevours was unkind ; 

They ner accompliſh't what they oft deſign d, 
Nor left the Orphays a ſupport behind, 

No niethod; tow to live, no ſtay, no 'hold ; 
Such was our Ce --- and Charity 1s cold. 


| Morey is fill an Antiaoct to Woe, | 


For that's a' Friend, who ever is a Foe. 

Nay, which was yet an eo wretched Lot, - 
The #5 T had learnt was foon forgot : 

Thete was forydurion laid for ſomething good 


But rac'd before its uſe was underſtood. 


$o oft the firſt Bloom of the S ing is loſt, 
«© Nipt- with the legging ny rear of 55.ls Fro: 
that will again revive, 


My (prmging I, alas! will ſoon be gone, 
The Winter of twy Age comes rowl: | 
The Graſs does wither, and rough. inds dong 

blow, 
My head.nlas! will ſoon be crown'd with Smow; 
Ev'n now the Sotl's t00 bare for ſuch a Plans to: 


grow, 

Which ought tobe well tender'd white *tis young; 

The Braxches then ſpread wide, and it takes root= 
trons 


tay 
Thus; '&r hs 6 hop, £ by Fortune croft, . 
Elſe 
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-Which is by you with ſo much Honour worn, 


Elſe I, perhaps, the Holy Baage had-born, | 
As does redeem it from the 4therf*s Itorn : C 


At leaſt, fothe gainful fad I had made 


| My choice, nor beet tO verioue winds betray'd, . 
Ju 


as the Lark does from the Hobby flee, 
So Man from Man in his Adverſity : | 
When.plung'd in Water, if they ſee we ſwim, 
Some pitying hand may pull us to the brim ; 
But ſunk, though /l have kill, not exe will dive, 
The hapleſs Wretch comes up ao more alive : - 


So when once goes ſo tedious are ſupplies, ' 


There's fearce a poſſibility to 1. 
Thus, failing here, ro ſervitade I ran, - 
And was a Slxue before I was a May ; 
A Slave ro ſome of Arbitrary Wil, 


Learn'd in rhe ſ»arling Ayt of uſing Servants ill : 


As if the He/ivg were of courſer Clay, 

Brown Eirthen Wine ; and of rio China, they : - 
China, indeed, kept only for a Show, | 
*Tother's for »/e, and God wou'd have us 1d. 


From thirteen Years to Thirty was I taſt 
In various Stations, and much time was loſt, 


In various Stations, here unfit to name. * 

&« Servants of all degrees aye bus the ſame. | 

Though ſome will flutter in theirLords ca/? (oaths, 

The only Coxcomb that my nature loaths : 

Trick't up in all his Foppery, yet, alas ! 

He's but a tawdry, thread-bare felfiſh 4/5, 

Abourids in — Nonſenſe, lies and noiſe, 

Daesd by men of /exfe, wad mockt by /erſeleſs 
UL 


The 
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The ſervile, Rake-hell Frezch in this excel; 
And we, as ſervile, Mimick 'em too well. 
Among thele evils, Poe/y, not leaſt, | 
"Took full Poſſeflion of my Careleſs Breaſt, - . 
And ”_ my Falk, my thoughts, and very Dream 
infelt ; | "3 L242 
And, as it {erv'd old Homer, heretofore, 
Lent me it's helping hand to keep me poor, / 
However, thus far [ my Fate muſt prize, -. j | 


IL ſaw the World, and did the World deſpiſe, 
ts Vices, Follies, and its Vanities. | 
Some of my time was ſpent in Plays and ſport, 
And ſome (my Stars wou'd have it ſo) at C wo 
Where the lewd fry of either Sex reſort ; | 
'The Nices and the Flutters there abound, 
Empty in Sex/e, and therefore loud in ſound : 
With Parrots,too, the trifling Dames keep touch, 
Their W:t as title, and their Chat as much. 
Some time ith' Temple too I paſt, among 
That zoble Science Fencers of the Tongue ; 


What honeſt Man wou'd herd with ſuch a 
throng ? | *. 
Show'd a poor Country-man in Term-rime ſtand 
One hour to ſee 'em crowd along the Strand, ; 
He'd ſwear the Locuſts had o'er run the Lazd. 
Thus, with ſtriQ Eyes, I every Vice did mark;y 
Cou'd tell who was the Pak, and who the Spark 
'That, after ten in Summer, walk't the Park : 
Cou'd ſee a Playhouſe Strumpet gull a Lord, | 
And fluttring Captains run from a drawn Sword, ; 
And Srateſmen laugh at breaking of their word :) 


Did 
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Did hear-Yice Vertue, Vertue Vice dectagith... 
And 10 heliev'd by the unthinkiog Herd; H 
The Flatt rer 10 in - truſt, ahd. whd was of, : 

';Caſhierd.' 


Though plac'tmy ſelf bur inan.hwcuble ſobete, f 


Yetcardl mark abuſes, ſeeand hear”: :. 5: 


Nor did an Aſs-appear through he Town, 


But Ueningeed;! A ES Renown,: 

But ſtreight- I coekir may Feng And. had-him(} | 
down. ©," L YE 3354 : *3z\ O42 

Thus Error, in-its _ I: frteocquath, of 

Apdwhere I ſpar'd he laughy.l Save the. oa P 


Hoping, at aft, Be vitious wou'd reclaim, 


And better BOW exther dar fear, oriſbame.-:\ 
But: 4b! 4 /aft,' I found, invaidd writ, 5! n FF 


In vain I threw m Shafts, in vain: - Ee | 
No a yrs, 6: Vain my:s 39y 10 
Though. eyeryi;Dare-was-ſharp ough tokill, 
_- Folly,; Fops ad Knarery ouriſh't' ftall;; -. 


| ; m6; from my-SabLiabbor chaiplace 'Y 
b prone to Vice,. and ſo averſe to Gracez :i: | 


Tobin d at} Fate that did condemg' ime ſtill; Gwill; 
hat; wasimoli Ly {carn:avd: cones wa ny 
Ando ft petition/d:that I might, oot be -7.1 ; 
A Vaſ al We! Jonger 1 Zo A 2arR\ > 71597 
a1 <Q 1t (FE 
O Hoa a! alu wou d I pul cnclags eflde Ear 
Tq-a: long-harraſt Wretch's:humble Prayer: 
Riches I do not beg, nor length 'of-days,- - : - 
Farm on the Vitals of the Jadgment:preys; . 
et me not languiſh tillmy Sefe decays; > 


ay. - d,4 | | But 
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\This grant, 
And live few years in peace, in caſe - health; 


_ Alittle, yer enough/iand to fpare,” ST 0 
BP warn Revd chi Hohous of my Fall, 
. Will ſerve to-hold: wyc4 drink, *which hows-n not 


When waking,:the fooſs Epicwre, in pains,” 


- The other wraptun- Piers, ewo'handful thick: 
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But lang ©70/jpodhd! Childhood does'come on,” («| 

End Lites rous Journey, w - gone. 
I may be Maſter of my ie | 


Nor longer ia this hated Town abide, - 
Where Faitions, otsy, Profumweſs, Pride; 
_Laultery, Murder, Treaſon, Frandate found, * 
And whirka lewd; Qanraſtick; endlefs Yound; " 14H 
In; fome far-diſtagt Y1qgo | letmelivey © 24 
A little Izcome let thy Bount give, + #6) 


For _ there's et anivh cb, there's foo! mol | 


be.too faualls: 5 23\ ods ra 
Nor yet {0 frrongas ſhou'd tho Senkes ſheep ol | 
Ln ain unwholſom, and | « Deathilike Nep,”" A 
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evan ek my Maker O fe, _ thou f be my 

There men are; dreſdi in choir own native ſhapey” 
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Cool. Serge for Summer they convenient hold, 


And Frieze, « Fence againft the Winter's cdld. 


Delign'dly they ne're do their Neighbours-ill-; 
The Golden Age is extant: with *em till.” | © 
Their converſe, free and/mnocenrt, does tell 
What our grand Parent was, before he fell. 
Under his Fize each Man fupigely lies ; 

While o'er his head the fatal Arrow flies, 

That ſtrikes th? ambitious in their full Career, 
And fills the anxious thoughts of Kings with care 5 


| Makes 'em deſpiſe the glories of a Crown, 


And ly upon'the rack on Beds of Down. 

A plain Carriage, and an honeſt Soul, _ 

A Friendly Gammon, and a Cheerful Bowl 

Yare ſure to meet; Unknowing to deceive, 

They wear their inmoſt mind upon their Sleeve. 

If angry, as there's none from Paſſion free, 

They'l not diflemble that you may not ſee, . 

But ſoon will let you know it, ſooner will agree. 

Thrice happy who theCountry'sPeace does know; 

« "Tis an Eſjay, 4 taſt of Heav n below. 

O Bleſſed Lite ! and Oye Immortal Pow'rs, 

Here let me paſs my few remaining hours, 

Redeem the time Ive loſt, er the wide Gravef. 
devours ! 


_ Not without Tears, thus wou'd I oft complain, - 

Thus wou'd I pray, nor did I pray in vain's _. 
Kind Heav'n at laſt inſpir'd my Patroz's taind,) 
Mecenas, ſtill to Charity enclin'd, | 


Mecenas, noble, generous, juſt and kind : 


= Nor 
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_ The /lippery Warton ſometimes comes in fight, 
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Nor ſhall the gratef#l Muſe forget his Name, 
Till Vertze ceale to be the Theme of Fame 2 

You know his Worth, too copious to be penn'd,. 
The bei# of Maſters, and the kindeſt Friend! 
His Bounty here has faxt my wandring thought, . 
And, without asking,- gave the thing he ſought ; 
Far fromthe City, r from noiſe and ſtrife; 


An caly, frugal, Remperate; ſtudieus Life. 


Now, Sir, you may conclude, TI chought to 
find- 


All human thing adapted to my mind: 
The Country like Arcadia T believ'd : 


Ah ! thos too long I thought, and was too ſoon | 


decew'd ! Uh 


K 


Tn vain we toyl and labour to be bleſt, 
And br a {warm of thoughts our minds mo-{ 
le 


But. in a moment mounts and takes her endleſs 
flight; 


Anda aſcending cries, There is no Peace 


In City, Country, Waining, or Increaſe, 
Till weary Life does exd, and all our Labours 


ceaſe. 


By fad. Experience, now, I find the Swain 


Is worſe than Heathen, more a Slave to gain : 


His 
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- His dullneſs but a politick diſguiſe - ': ©. |: ? 
.To:cheat thoſe Coxcombs thatbelieve they're wiſe's 
Though not ſo fine, or-florid as the Gt, _ ok 
His brutiþ Cunning baulksthe other's Wie.--: - 
" For, like the Towy, the Country's Cuſtoms Slave; 
More full of Fool, : and quite as full of Kpave': - + - 
And though Vice-here is not ſo frequent-known, 
Becauſe the Inhabitants are thinner ſown, 

Yet let regard to Quantity be had, 22 
Drop Man for Man, and they are cen as bad. 
Halt void of Reaſon, and quite void of Shame ;y 
Before they know the Per/oz, or his Name, C 
They ſhall expoſe, and gibbet up his Fame. ), 
Since a good name's ſo pretious, of all wrongs, 
'The worſt is {uffering from malitious Tongues, 
Which prove all Tortures end not with our 
| Breath; FRES 

For an zl{ Tongue can wound us after Death. 


Now what Relief? ---- yes, I Relief may get, 
If I cou'd trace th' Example you have ſet : 
For ſeldom, in that Funi#ion, have I found; © 
In all things, One ſo Orthodox and ſound. 
Cov'd I, like you, be Maſter of my W11l, 
Keep guard on every thought thar's prone to ill ; 
Be ever ſtudious of the publick Good | 
(As every true-born worthy Subje& ſhou'd.) 
Stand faſt evn now when Popery does prevail, 
And, but for ſuch as You, wou'd turn the Scale. 
Cou'd I (wereTI as able in my ſtore) 
' With the ſame liberal hand relieve the Poor ; 


Suppreſs 
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uppreſs all vain, inordinate deſires, 


T afie and Erragr be f ſevere, 
And make the vert 
Cou'd 1 be thus, and fill be cheerful, gay, 
And juſt (as Heav'n avert but that I may) 
I need not vs/ve what the exwiows lay ; 
Dann 1 I'd ftand their rage, an take 
ie 


the 
When Vertue's our Impenetrable Shield, (yield. 
Tr and their looſe Agents 


The W; ON 


clip the Wings Le Rat Fires: 


Min as much my care: 
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